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M J D A Jd% 

IN B^oviDg Lioes theft few BrirrLBi tdl 
WImu Fate «ct«Dd« lite Nymph thsic Ukcft loo well $ 
How faintly the iuccefsfiil Loren bam I 
And their negleCled Charois how I^ediee moqrs* 
The Fair yoo'il find, when fi^t InMatiee failt 
Aflert their p«iipoli(^fted Rightf and RaiL 
Too foon thev Ment wi jrefept loo late; 
'Tis furediey tove» whmc'er they Adve to Hale. 
Their Sex or proudly Sto«ft» pr poorly Ctates { 
Commencing Tyrants, and concladiag Slaves, 

In diffVing Breafts what differing Paffions glow ! 
Oprs kindle qaick, bat Y^un f xtingoifli flow* 
The Fire we boaft, with Force uncertain burns» 
And breaks bat oat, as Appetite retards : 
B^t Yofirs, like Incenfe, mounts by foft degrees^ 
And in a fragrant Flame confumes to pleafe. 
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DEDICATION. 

Your Sex, in all that can engage. Excel; 
Aild Ours, in Patience, and perfuading welL 
Impartial Nature equally decrees ; 
Yoti have your Pride, and we our Perjuries. 
Tho* form'd to Conquer, yet too oft you Fall, 
By giving Nothing, or by granting All. 

But, Madam, long will Your tlnffra£lis'd Years 
Smile at the Tale of Lovers Hopes and Fears. 
Tho* Infant Graces footh Your gentle Hours, 
More foft than Sighs, more fweet than breathing Flow'rs; 
Let ra(h Admirers your keen Lightning fear; 
*Tis bright at difiance, but deftroys if near. 

The Time ere-long, if Verfe prefage, willcome^' 
Your Charms (hall open in full Brudenal Bloom, 
All Eyes ihall gaze, all Hearts (hall Homage vow» 
And not a Lover languifli, but for you. 
The Mufe (hall firing her Lyre, with Garlands crownM, 
And each bright Nymph (hall (icken at the Sound. 

So when Aurwa fird; falutes the Sight, 
Pleas'd we behold the tender-Dawn of Light. 
But when with riper Red (he warms the Skies, 
In circling Throngs the wing'd Maficians rife ; 
And the gay Groves rejoice in Symphonies. 
Each pearly Flower with painted Beauty (hines; 
And ev'ry Star its fading Fire refigns. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

CT'^JJE Ptthiick having etuouragtd fi many Editions of 
Ovid* J EpifiUs^ I began to think if any thing might 
jet be added to the FerfeQion of the Work. And thi 
greater Part of Sapho to Phaon being omitted in Sir Carr 
Scrooped Tranjlation, IfoUcited an entire ne*w Verjion of 
that Epiflkt to render the vahole Book comfleat. The Author 
of it nuill have me acquaint the Reader^ that it ijuas under* 
taken on that Account ottly^ and not out of af^ fuppo/ed De^ 
fe£i in nxjhat that Gentleman bad done. 

It nvas propofed in this Edition to change the Method of 
the Epifiles according to the Chronological Order^ and thi 
Connexion the BuhjeBs often have nuith each other ; tvhicb 
might have contributed to the Eafe of theYLn^l^ Reader, 
hy clearing fome Hijiorical Pajfages referred to in feveraf 
of them. But Cufom having obtained to the Contrary^ ive 
have only fubjoined the follovfing Account* 

The Chief of tiiofe who undertook the Expedition of 
the Golden Fleece, were Hercules and Jafon : Some Wri- 
ters add Theseus, who was Cotemporary with them, 
and famous for his Victory over the Minotaur , which he 
atchieved by the Affiilance of Ariadnb, whom after- 
wards forfaking, he married Phaedra, who fell in 
Love with his SonHiPPOLVTUs, Jason as he went on 
the forementioned Expedition was entertained by Hy p- 
SYPiLE 2X Lemnos^ but deferted her for Mbdea, and 
afterwards Media for Creufa. Hercules after his 
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ADVERTISE ME NT. 

Retarn was poifoned with a Shirt fent by Deianeira. 
This Hero had twice taken ?>(; in the Tine pf King 
Laomedon to whom Tnatn fucceeded* the Father of 
Paris, at whofe Birth it was prophesied that he (hoald 
occaiion it to be deilroyed a third time. Being therefore 
educated among the Shepherds, he contracted a Love to 
OBnone ; Mil hearing of Helena, he failed to Sparta^ 
and carried her from thence to Trey, This can fed the 
Wai: of the Cr/r/^s Princes againfl Troy\ among whom 
pROTEStLAus (the Mufband of Laodamia) was the 
firft that fet foot on the Enemy's Ground, and was 
killed on the Spot. After the War had been continued 
ftine. Y^ars, a (parrel arifing betwixt Agamemnon and 
Achilla i the latter abfented himfelf from the Army» 
and the former in revenge forced his Miftrefs Brisbis 
from him« When Troy was taken, the Gretki returning 
homeward met with many Difailers^ Ulyssss was tea 
Years detained from Ithaca^ while his Queen FsNEtoi»i 
was afflided by the Suitors in his Abfejice. Demo- 
PUOON was hofpitably received bypHiLLTs, whom ai» 
terhebad marued, he left, auid.purfued his Voyage 
iome to Athens. Agamemnon himfelf at his Return to 
ArgdM was murdered by his Wife, whom his Son Ores- 
tes killed, who was betrothed to Hermione, the 
Daughter of Helena. About the fame time -^neas 
going ia fearch of Italj^ was detained by Dino, who 
fiabbed herfelf upon his Departure from Carthage. 

Tbe reft of the Subjefls of 0<vtd have no Connexion 
with each other, neither can their Time be certainly 
fixed ; only Hypermnestra is fuppofed to have lived 

feme time before, and Sap ho long after all the reft. 
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H £ Lire of OvU being atreadj Writ- 
ten in our Language before tht 
Tranflation of his Mitomarphfes^ 1 
will not prefume fo far upon myfelf^ to 
think I can add any thing to Mr. Sandys 
bis Undertaking. The Englijh Reader may there 
be fatisfied, that he flouriflied in the Reign of jfu-^ 
gu/tus Ca/ar^ that he was extrafted from an an* 
cient Family of Roman Knights ; that he was bora 
to the liiheritarice of a fplendid Fortune $ that he 
.was deiigned to the Study of the Law, and had 
made confiderable Progrefs in it, before he quitted 
that Profeffion, for this of Poetry^ to which he wa^ 
more naturally formed. The Caufeof his Baniih* 
ment is tiinknown } becaufe he was himfelf unwil- 
ling further to provoke the Emperor, by afcribing 
it to any other Reafon, than what was pretended 
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bv Augujius^ which was the Lafciviournefs of his 
£legies, and his Art of Love, 'Tis true, they 
iire not to be excufed in the Severity of Manners, 
SA being able to corrupt a larger Empire, if there 
were any, than that of Romi % yet this may be fatd 
in behalf of Ovld^ that no Man has ever treated the 
Paffion of Love with fo much Delicacy of Thought, 
and of ExpreiEon, or fearched into the Nature of 
it more Philofophically than he. And the Empe- 
ror who condemned him, had as little Reafon as 
another Man to punifli that Fault with fo much 
Severity, if at leaft he were the Author of a certain 
Epigram^ which is afcribed to him, relating to the 
Caufe of the firft Civil War betwixt himfelf and 
Mark Antony x\i^Tx\Mixi\\x^ which is more fulfome 
than any Paflage I have met with in our Poet, l^o 
pafs by the naked Familiarity of his Expreflions to 
Horace^ which are cited in that Author's Life, I 
need only mention one notorious h&, of his, in 
taking Livia to his Bed, when (he was not only 
married, but with Child by her Hufband, then 
living. But Deeds, it feems, may be jufiified by ' 
Arbitrary Power, when Words are queftioned in 
a Poet. There is another Guefs of the Grammart^ 
ans^ as far from Truth as the firft from Reafon ; 
they will have him baniflied for fome Favours, 
which they fay he received from Julia the Daugh« 
ter of Augujius^ whom they think he Celebrates 
under the Name of Corinna in his Elegies : But he 
who will obferve the Verfes which are made to that 
Miftrefs, may gather from the whole Contexture of 
them, that Corinna was not a Woman of the high- 
eft Quality : If Julia were then married to Agrippa^ 
why fliouid our Poet make his Petition to ^, for 
her fafe Delivery, and afterwards Condole her 
Mifcarriage, which^ for ought he knew, might 

be 


OVID'S EPISTLES. 

be by her own Hufband ? or indeed how durft he 
be fo Bold to make the lead Difcovery of fuch a 
Crime, which was no lefs than Capital, efpecially 
committed againft a Perfon of Jgrippa*% Rank ? 
Or if it were before her Marriage, he would fure 
have been more difcreet, than to have publiflied 
an Accident, which muft have been fetal fo them 
both. But what mod confirms me againft this 
Opinion is, that Ovid himfelf complains that the 
true Perfon of Corinna Was found out by the Fame 
of his Verfes to her : Which if li had been Julia^ 
he durft not have owned ; and beiide^ an imme- 
diate Punifliment muft have followed. He feems 
himfelf more truly to have touched at the Caufe of 
his Exile in thofe obfcure Verfes, 

Cur aliquid vidi^ cur noxia Luminafeci? &c. 

Namely, that he had either feen, or was confcious 
to, fomewhat, which had procured him his Dif«» 
grace. But neither am I fatisfied that this was the 
Inceft of the Emperor with his own Daughter : 
For Auguftm was of a Nature too Vindicative to 
have contented himfelf with fo froall a Revenge, 
or fo unfafe to himfelf, as that of fimple Banifti«« 
ment, as would certainly have fecured his Crimes 
from public Notice by the Death of him who was 
Wicneifi to th^m. Neither have Hiftorians given 
us-any Sight into fuch an A£lton of this Emperor : 
Nov would he (the greateft Politician of his time) 
in all Probability, have managed his Crimes with 
lb little Secrcfy, as not to £bun the Obfervation 
of any Man. It feems more probable, that Ovid 
was eitberihe Confident of fome other Paifion, or 
that hehadftumbledby fiomeln^ulvertency upon the 
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Privacies of Liviaf and fccn her in a Bath : For' 
the Words 

Sine iiefti Dianam^ - 

agree better witii Livta vho had (be Fam^ of 
Chaftity, than with either of th« yuHa^s^ who 
vrere both noted pf Incontinency, The firft 
Verfes which werema,de by him in his Youth, and 
secited publickly, accordijng to the Cuflom» were, 
as he himfclf afiures us, to Carima : His Baiiifli- 
inent happened not tilt the Age of Fifty, fron^ 
which it may be deduced, with Prob$bih'ty enough^ 
that the Love of Cmnna did not occafion it : Nay 
he tells us. plainly) that his Offence was that of 
Error only, not pf Wickednefs : And in the fame 
Paper of Verfes alfo, that the Caufe was noto-t 
rioufly known at Rome^ though it be left fo qb- 
fcure to after Ages, 

r But to leave CanjeAures on a. Sfibjefi: fo un^ 
certain^ and to write fomcwhat more Authenttck 
#f this Poet : That he frequented the Court of 
Auguftus^ and was well received in it, is moft un^* 
doubted : All . his Poems bear the Charafier of a 
Court, and appear to be written as the Frtnth call 
St CtfT^^/Z^rvm^ii/ : Add to this, that the Tides of 
Biany of his Elegies, and more of his Letters in 
his Banifliment^ are addrefied to Perfons well 
known to us, even at thia diftance, to have beea 
qonfiderable in that Court. 

Nor was his Acquaintance lefs with the famtMia 
Poet^ of his Age, than with the Noble Men and 
Ladies ; he tells you himfelf, in a particular Ac^ 
count of his own Life, that MaceVj Horaa^ lUul^ 
JuSf Propinius^ and many others of them, were 
his familiar Friend^ and diat &wic of them com-^ 
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OVID'S EPISTLES. 

nunicated thdr Writings to bim, but tbat he bfti 
only fccn VirgiL 

If the Imitation of Nature be the Bufinefs of a 
Poet J I know no Author who can juftly be com- 
'pared vrith ours^ efpecialtj in the Defcriptioki of 
the Pafions. And to prove this, I fliall need no 
other Judges than the Generality of his Readers \ 
for all Pafiions being inborn with us, we are almoft 
equally Judges when we are concerned in the Re* 
prefentation of them : Now I will Appeal to anY 
Man who has read this Poet, whether he finaa 
not the natural ]La>otion of the fame PafRon hi 
himfclF, which the Poet dcfcribes in bis feigneA 
Perfons ? His Thoughts, which are the Pidures 
and Refults of thofe raflions^ are generaHj fuch as 
naturallj arife from thofe diforderly Motions of 
€Mir Spirits. Yet, not to fpeak too partially iit 
bis behalf, I will confefs that the Copioufnm of 
his Wit was fuch, that he often writ too pointedly 
for his Subjed', and made his Perfons fpeak move 
Eloquently than the Violence of thehr Paffioii 
would admit : So that he is frequently witty out 
of Scafoa ; leaving the Imitation of Nature, an<l 
the cboler Didates of his Judgment, for the fidfe 
A|>plattfe of Fancy* Yet be (eems to have found 
out this^ Impetfediion in his ripes Age: For why 
dfe fliould he complain tbat his Metamdrphofis was 
left unfinifhcd I Nothing Aire can be added to the 
Wit of that. Poem, or of the reft: But many 
Things ought to have been retrenched ; which i 
Ibppofe would have been the Bufmefs of his Age^ 
if his Misfortunes had not confie too faft upon 
him. But take him uhcorreAed as he is tranf- 
snttted to us, and it muft be acknowledged, in 
^te of his Dmth Friends^ the Commentators^ 
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tvtn of Julius Scaliger himfelf, that Seneca^s Ccn- 
fure will ftand good againft him, 

Nifcivit quod bene cejfit rellnquere ; 

he never knew how to give over, when he had 
done well, but continually varying the fame Senfe 
an hundred ways, and taking up in another Place, 
what he had more than enough inculcated before, 
he fome times cloys his Readers inftead of fatisfy- 
ing them : And gives occafion to his Tranflator^, 
who dare not cover him, to bluih at the Naked- 
nefs of their Father. This then is the Allay of 
Ovid*s Writing, which is fufficiently recompenfed* 
by bis other Excellencies ; nay this very Fault is 
not without its Beauties $ for the moft (evere Cen- 
ibr cannot but be' pleafed with the Prodigality of 
his Wit, though at the fame time he could have 
wiflied, that the Mailer of it had been a better 
Manager. Every thing which he does, becomes 
him, and if fometimes he appear too gay, yet there 
is a fccret Gracefulnefs of Youth, which accom- 
panies his Writings, though the Staidntfs and 
Sobriety of Age be wanting. In the mod material 
Fart, which is the Conduct, it is certain that he 
feldom has mifcarried ; for if his Elegies be com- 
pared with thofe of TihuUus and Properiius^ his 
Contemporaries, it will be found that thofe Poets 
feldom defigned before they writ : And though the 
Language of TtbuUus be more poliibed, and the 
Learning of Propertiusy efpecially in his Fourth 
Book, more fet out to OftentaCion; yet their 
common Pradice was to look no further before 
them than the next Line ; whence it will inevi- 
tably follow, that they can drive to no certain 
Pointy but ramble from. one Subjeft to another^ 

and 
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and conclude with fomewhac which is not of a 
piece with their Beginning : 

Purpureus late qulfplendeaty unus l^ alter 
AJfuitur pannus : 

As Horace fays, though the Verfes are Golden, they 
are but patched into the Garment. But our Poet has 
always the Goal in his Eye, which direds him in 
his Race ; fome beautiful Defign, which he firft 
cftabli&es, and then contrives the Means, which 
will naturally conduct him to his End. This 
will be evident to judicious Readers in this Work 
of his Epiftles, of which fomewhat, at leaft, in 
general, will be expeded. 

The Title of them in our late Editions is Epif'- 
tela Hereiduniy The Letters of the Heroines, But 
Heinjius has judged more truly, that the Infcription 
of our Author was barely, Epiftles i which he con- 
cludes from his cited Verfes, where Ovid afierts 
this Work as his own Invention, and not.borrow- 
cd from the Greeks^ whom (as the Mafters of their 
Learning), the Romans ufually did imitate. But 
it appears not from their Writings, that any of 
the Grecians ever touched upon this way, which 
our Poet therefore juftly has vindicated to himfelf. 
I quarrel not at the Word Heroidumj bccaufe it is 
ttfed by Ovid in his Art of Love: 

Jupiter ad veteres fupplex Heroidas that. 

But fure he could not be guilty of fuch an Over- 
fight, to call his Work by the Name of Heroines^ 
when there are divers Men or Heroes^ as namely 
Paris y Leander^ and Acontius^ joined in it. Ex- 
cept Sabinus who wrote fome Anfwtrs to Ovid's 
Letters^ 

(J^am 
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(^am cekr e toto rediit mens orhe Sabinus.) 

I remember not any of the Romans who have treat- 
ed on this SubjeA, faveonly Propertiusi and that 
but once, in his Epiftle of jfrethufa. to Lycatas^ 
which is written To near the Stile of OvU^ that it 
feems to be but an Imitation, and therefore ought 
not to defraud our Poet of the Glory of his Inven* 
tion. 

Concerning this Work of the EpilUes, I (ball 
content myfelf to obferve thefe few Particulars, 
i'irft, that they are generally granted to be the 
moft perfcd Piece of OviJ^ and that the Stile of 
them is tenderly Paifionate and Courtly, two 
Properties well agreeing with the Perfons, which 
were flgroinesj and Lovers. Yet where the Cha* 
raders were lower, as in OEnanij and Hiroj he 
has kept clofe to Nature in drawing his Images 
after a Country Life, though perhaps he has Ro« 
maniz'd his Gncian Dames too much, and made 
them fpeak fometimes as if they had been born 
in the City of Rowe^* and under the Empire of 
Augufim* There feems to be no great Variety it% 
the particular Subje£ls which he has chofen ; Moft 
of the Epiftles being written from Ladies who 
were forfaken by their Lovers : Which is the Rea* 
fon that many of the fame Thoughts come back 
upon us in .divers Letters : But of the general 
Character of Women, which is Modefty, he has 
taken a moft becoming Care : for his amorous 
Expreffions go lio further than Virtue may allow^ 
and therefore may be read, as be intended them^ 
by Matrons without a Blufli. 

Thus much concerning the Poet : Whom yron 
find tranflated by divers Hands, that you may at 
leaft have that Variety in the EngUfi^ which the 
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Subjed denied to the Author of the Latin. It re* 
mains that I fbouli) fay fomcwhac of Poetical 
1'ranflations in general, and give my Opinion 
(with Subtniflion to better Judgments) which way 
of Verfion feems to me nioft proper. 

All Traoilation, I fuppofe, may be reduced to 
thefe chree^Heads : 

Firft, That of Metaphrafe, or turning an Author 
Word by Word, and Line by Line, from one Lan- 
guage into anotbcrj^Thus, or near this Manner, 
was HQracf his Art of Poetry tranfiatcd by Ben 
yahnfin. The fecond Way is that of Paraphrafe, 
or 1 ranflation with Latitude, where the Author 
h kept in View by the Tranilator, fo as never to 
be loft, but his Words are not fo ftrifUy followed 
as his Senfe, and that too is admitted to be ampli- 
fied, but not altered. Such is Mr. IVatler^s Tranf- 
Jation of Firgits Fourth Mneict. The third Way 
is that of Imitation, where the Tranflatdr (if now 
he has nqt loft that Name) aflfumes the Liberty not 
only to vary from the Words and Senfe, but to 
forfake them both as he fees Occafion t and taking 
only fome general Hints from the Original, to run 
Divrfton on the Grounds-work, as he p^eafes* 
Such ts Mr. Cowley's Pradtce in turning two Odes 
ef Pindar^ and one of Hsrauj into Englifi. 

Concerning the firft of tiKfe Methods, our Ma« 
fter Horau has given us this Caution, 

Nee vtrhum verba curabii reditre fidus 

Interpris ' ■ 

Mr Wordfwr Ward^^ feithfuUy Tranjlatey 

As the Earl of Rafiommon has excellently rendered it« 
Too faithfully is indeed pedantically : It is a Faith 
like that which proceeds frooi Superftition^ Blind 

and 
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and Zealous : Take it in the Expreflion of Sir John 
Denham^ to Sir Richard Fdnjbawj on bis Verftoa 
of the Pajlor Fido. 

Thatfervile Path thou nobly iojl decline^ 
Of tracing Word by Word'% and Line by Lint^ 
A new and nobler Way thou doji purfue^ 
To make Tranjlations and Tranjlators too : 
They but prejerve the JJhes^ thou the Flamej 
True to his Senfe^ but truer to his Fame. 

It IS almoft impofTible to tranflate verbally, and 
well, at the fame time; for the Latin (a moft fe- 
vere and compendious Language} often exprefTes 
that in one Word, which either the Barbarity, or 
the Narrownefs of Modern Tongues cannot fup- 
ply in more. It is frequent alfo that the Conceit 
is couched in fome Expreilfion, which will be loit 
in Englijh. 

Atque iidem Venti vela fidemque ferent. 

What Poet of our Nation is fo happy as to cxprefs 
this Thought literally in Englijh^ and to ftrikc Wit 
or almoft Senfe out of it ? 

In fliort, the Verbal Copier is incumbered with fo 
many Difficulties at once, that he can n^^^x dif- 
intangle himfelf from alt. He is to confider at the 
fame time the Thought of his Author .and ht9 
Words, and to find out the Counterpart to each in 
another Language : And befides this, he is to con- 
fine himfelf to the Compafs of Numbers, and the 
Slavery of Rhyme. It is much Uke dancing on 
Ropes with fettered Legs : A Man can (hun a Fall 
by ufing Caution, but the Graceful nefs of Motion 
is not to be expedcd : And when we have faid the 
beft of it> it is but a foolifb Tafk \ ioi m> fober 

Man 
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Man would put himfclf into a Danger for the Ap- 
plaufe of efcaping without breaking his Neck. Wc 
fee Ben John/on could not avoid Obfcurity in his 
literal Tranflation of Horace^ attempted in the 
lame Compafs of Lines : Nay Hcraa himfelf could 
fcarce have done it to a Greek Poet. 

Brevis eji laboro, obfcurus fio, 

cither Perfpicuity or Gracefulnefs will frequently 
be wanting, Horace has indeed avoided both theic 
Rocks in his Tranflation of the three firft Lines 
of Horner*^ Od^tfey^ which he has conirafted into 
two. 

Die mihi Mufa Virum capta poji tempora Traja 
^ui mores hominum multorum vidit & urbes, 

Mufe^ fpeak the Marty who fince the Siege of Troy, 
So Many Towns ^ fuch Change of Manner sf aw. 

Earl of Rofc. 

But then the Sufferings of UlyJ/isy which arc a 
confiderable Part of that Sentence, are omitted* 

The Confideration of tbefe Difficulties, in a fer- 
vile, literal Tranflation, not long fince made two 
of our famous Wits, Sir "John Denham^ and Mr. 
Cowley^ to contrive another Way of turning Au- 
thors into our Tongue, called by the latter of them. 
Imitation. As they were Friends, I fuppofe they 
communicated their Thoughts on this Subje(5t to 
each other, and therefore their Reafons for it are 
little different : Though the Praflice of one is 
niuch more Moderate. I take Imitation of an Au- 
thor, in their Senfe, to be an endeavour of a later 
Poet to write like one who has written before him 
on the fame Subje6i: That is, not to tranflate his 
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Words, or to be confined to his Senfe, but only 
to fet him as a Pattern, and to write, as he fup- 
pofes that Author would have done, had he lived in 
our Age, and in our Country. Y^t I dare not fay 
that either of them have carried this libertine way 
of rendering Authors (as Mr. Cowley calls it) (o 
far as my Definition reaches. For in the Pindarick 
Odes^ the Cuftoms and Ceremonies of antient 
Greece are ftill preferved : But I know not what 
Mifchief ffiay arife hereafter from the Example t)f 
fuch an Innovation, when Writers of unequal 
Parts to him, (hall imitate fo bbld an Uhdertakine* 
To add and to diminifli what we pleafe, which is 
the Way avowed by him, ought only to be grantedi 
to Mr. Cowley y and that too only in his Tranflation 
of Pindar^ bccaufe he alone was able to make him 
Amends, by giving him better of his own, when- 
ever he refufed his Author's Thoughts. Pindar is 
generally known to be a dark Writer, to want 
Connexion, (I mean as to our Underfiaiiding) to 
foar out of Sight, and leave his Reader at a Gaze : 
So wild and ungovernable a Poet cannot be tranf- 
lated literally, his Genius is too ftrong to bear a 
Chain, and Sampjon h\ie he (hakes it off: A Ge- 
nius fo elevated and unconfined as Mr. Cowley's^ 
was but neceflfary to make Pindar fpeak Englijh^ 
and that was to be performed by no other way than 
Imitation. But if Firgtl^ or Ovidy or any regular 
intelligible Authors be thus ufed, it is no longer to 
be called their Work, when neither the Thoughts 
nor Words are drawn from the Original : But in- 
ftead of them there is fomething new produced, 
which is almoft the Creation of another Hand. By 
this way, it is true, fomewhat th::t is Excellent may 
be invented, perhaps more excellent than the firit 
Dcfign, though f7rj/7muft ftill be excepted, when 

that 
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that Perhaps takas Place : Yet he who is inquiruive 
to know an Author^s Thoughts, will be difap- 
pofnted in his Expedation. And it is not always 
'that a Man will be contented to have a Prefent 
mnde him, when he expeds the Payment of a Debt» 
To ftate it fairly, Iniiitation of an Author is the 
mofl advantageous Way for a IVanflator to (hew 
himfelf, but the greateU Wrong which can be done 
to the Memory and Reputation of the Dead. Sir 
yohn Denbam ^who advifed more Liberty than he 
took himfelf,) gives his Reafon for his Innovation, 
in his admirable Preface before the Tranflation of 
the fecond Mneid, Poetry is of fi fuhilt a Spirit^ 
that in pouring tut of om Language into another^ it 
will all Evaporate ; and if a new Spirit be not added 
in the Tr^n^ujiony there will remain nothing hut a 
Caput Mortuum. I confefs this Argument holds 
eood againft a literal Tranflation ; but who defends 
It ? Imitation and verbal Verfion are in my Opinion 
the two Extreams, which ought to be avoided ; 
And therefore, when I have propofed the Mean be- 
twixt them, it will be feen how far his Argument 
wijr reach. 

No Man is capable of tranflating Poetry, who, 
befides a Genius to that Art, is not a Matter both 
of his Author's Language, and of his own : Nor 
muft we underftand the Language only of the Poet, 
tut his particular Turn of Thoughts, and Exprcf- 
fion, which are the Charafiers that diflinguiih, 
and as it were individuate him from all other Wri- 
ters : When we are come thus far, it is time to look 
into our felves, to conform our Genius to his, to* 
give his Thought either the fajne Turn, if our 
Tongue will bear it, or if not, to vary but the 
Drcfs, not to alter or deftroy the Subftance. The 
like Care muft be taken of the more outward Or- 
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naments, the Words ; when they appear (which is 
but feldoin) literally graceful, it were an Injury to 
the Author that they (hould be changed : But ftnce 
every Language is fo full of its own Proprieties, 
that what is beautiful in one, is often barbarous, 
nay fometimes Nonfenfe in another, it would be 
unreafonable to limit a Tranflator to the narrow 
Compafs of his Author's Words: It is enough if 
he choofe out fome Expreifion which does not vici- 
ate the Senfe. I fuppofe he may ftretch his Chain 
to fuch a Latitude, but by Innovation of Thoughts 
meihinks he breaks it. By this Means the Spirit 
of an Authof may be transfufed, and yet not loft : 
And thus it is plain, that the Reafon alledged by 
Sir John Denham^ has no farther Force than to 
Expreffion : For Thought, if it be tranflated truly, 
cannot be loft in another Language, but the Words 
that convey it to our Apprehenfion (which are the 
Image s^hd Ornament of that Thought) may be fo 
ill choffn as to make it appear in an unhandfome 
Drefs, :and rob it of its native Luftre. There is 
therefore a Liberty to be allowed for the ExprefEon, 
neither is it neceflary that Words and Lines ^^ould 
be confined to the Meafure of their Original. The 
Senfe of an Author, generally fpeaking, .is to be 
facred and inviolable. If the Fancy of Ovid be 
luxuriant, it is his Chara(£ier to be fo, and if I re- 
trench it, he is no longer Ovid. It will be replied, 
that he receives Advantage by thiq lopping off his 
fuperfluous Branches ; but I rejoin, that a Tranf- 
lator has no fuch Right. When a Painter copies 
from the Life, I fuppofe he has no Privilege to alter 
Features and Lineaments, under Pretence that his 
Pidure will look better; perhaps the Face which 
be has drawn would be more exad^, if the Eyes or 
Nofe were altered, but it is his Bufinefs to make it 
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rcfemble the Original. In two Cafes only then 
may a feeming Difficulty arife, that is, if th< 
Thought be notorioufly trivial or difkoneft : fiu 
the fame Anfwer wiJl ferve for both, that then the^ 
ought not to be Tranflated. 
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Thus I have ventured to give my Opinion oi 
this Subje£fc againft the Authority of two grea 
Men, but I hope without OiFence to either of the! 
Memories, for I both loved them living, and re 
verence them now they are dead. But if, afte 
what I have urged, it be thought by better Judge; 
that the Praife of a Tranflation confifts in addin 
new Beauties to the Piece, thereby to recompeni 
the Lofs which it fuftains by Change of Language 
I fliall be willing to be taught better, and to recan 
In the fhean time it feems to me, that the tru 
Reafon why we have fo few Verfions which ai 
tolerable, is not from the too, clofe purfuing of th 
Author's Senfe ; but becaufe there are fo few wh 
have all the Talents which arerequifite for Tran 
lation ; and that there is fo little Praife, and fo fma 
Encouragement for fo confiderable a Part < 
Xearning. 

To apply, in ihort, what has been faid to th 
prefent Work ; the Reader will here find moft < 
the Tranflations, with fome little Latitude or Vi 
riation from the Author's Senfe : That of OEnoi 
to PariSf is in Mr. Cowley's way of Imitation onl 
I was deiired to fay thai the Author, who is of ti 
Fair Sex^ underflood not Latin, But if ihe do 
net, I am afraid (he ha$ given us occafion to 1 
aihamed, who do, 
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For my own Part, I am ready to ackpowledge* 
that I have tranfgreflTed the Rules wbich I have 
given ; and taken more Liberty than a ]uft Tranf- 
}ation will allow. But fo many Gentlemen^ whofe , 
Wit and Learning are well known, being joined in . 
k, I doubt not but their Excellencies will make 
you ample Saiisfa^oa for ipy Errors. 
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SAPHO To,PHAON. 

By the Honourable Sir Carr Scrope^ BarK 



The A R G U M E N T. 

ne Poefefs Sapho, forfaken by her Loafer Phaoa« fwhi 
nvas gone from Lefbos /o-Sicily) and refohied^ in De» 
/fair, to drown her/elf, wrUes ihi^ Letter to him iefire 
Jhe dies* 

XXXXX^'^^ Pifci*«to iScitt%xsi\xi%JEinii flics, 

ConfttoiM with no lefs Fires, [poor Sapi%» 

dies. 
I burn, I burn> like kindled FieI4|i of 
Corn, 
When by the driving Winds the Flames are born* 
My Mafe and Lute can now no longer pleafe. 
They are th' Employments of a Mind at eafe>i 
Wandering from Thought to Thought I fit alon^ 
All Day, and xxij once dear Companions fliun* 
In vain the Z^/Vztf. Maids claim each a part. 
Where thou alone haft ta'en up all the Heart. 
Ah lovely Yoath 1 how canfl thou cruel prove^ 
WhcA blooipine Years and Beauty bid thee love ?* 


i OvidV Epistles; 

If none batequftt- Charms thy Heart can bind. 
Then to;Uiy felf alone thou mtift be kind* . 

' JS^tt wotthifiki^Sf I tm* there wa» a time 
When PJIfaoM thoaght me worthy his Efleem. 
A thoufand tender things to Mind I call. 
For they 'who truly love remember all. 
Delighted with the Mafick of my Tongue, ^ 

^pon ipy Words with filent Joy he hung, L 

And fnatching KilTes, ftopp'd me as I fang« j 

Kifles, whofe melting Touch his Soul did move, 
The Earned of the coming Joys of Love. 

'Then tender Words, fhort Sighs, and thouiand Charnit 
Of wanton Arts endear'd me to his Arms ; 

^^ill both* expiring with tumultuous Joys, 
A gentle Faintnefs did our Limbs furprize* 
Beware, Sicilian Ladies, ah ! beware 
,How you receive my faithlefs Wanderer. 
Von too will be abus'd, if you believe 
The flattering Words that he fo well can give. 
Loofe to the Winds, I let my flowing Hair 
No more with fragrant Scents perfume the Air^ 
But all my Drefs difcovers wild Defpair. 
For whom, alas ! ihould now my Art be ihown f J 

The only Man I car*d to pleafe is gone. J 

Oh let me once more fee thofe Eyes of thine* 
Thy Love I afk not, do but fufFer mine. 
Thou might'H: at leall have ta*eii thy laft Farewcl, 
And feign'd a Sorrow which thou didft not feel, 
Ko kind remembring Pledge was alk'd by thee. 
And nothing left but InjuriiM with i&e« ' 

Witncfi, 


/6A:PvttO /^ ^(HiA^ajr; 

Witnefs, y6God9» wifh what; a Detth^Uk^ CftU 
My Heart was fci£*d, when flrft tfayJBUght jira».iold# 
Speechlefs and flqpld for jiiwhile I lay^ 
And neither WsofdsittorTeari coold fiadJtbeitvwjr* 
Bat when my rfwellisg Paffion fcre'd a^Gontt 
With Hair xlifiievel'd. Clothes in pieces fvat | . 
Like fome mad Mother thro' the StnceU I iiuif 
Who to hi& Grave attends her only j5on# 
£ xpos'd to all the World my felf Lfeie, , 
Forgetting Vittiiey Pane, aivd ill bat thee | . ■ 
So illy alas ! do LovcaiiddSkame agiee 1 
'Xi&thioa jilone dttt; Oiit .my •vonftantt Caret 
In pleaiing Dj«ama thon conifiMrtfft.myDeipaIr; 
And mak^^ theiNight, that dees thy Porm convey^- 
WelcoQie to me .above the faireft Day. 
Then Tpight.of Abfence^ I thyLore enjoy ^ . 
in clofe Embraces-lock^. laethiaks .we lye ; 
Thy tender rWoids I hear,. thy Kifles feel. 
With all the Joys that Shame forbids to tell^ 
But. when I waking mifaihee from myBed* 
And all my pleaiing Images are £ed ; 
The dear deluding Vifion to retain, 
I lay me down, and try \%o deep ^gain« 
Soon as I rife I haunt the Caves and Groves* 
(Thofe confcious Scenes of our once happy Lores^ 
There like fome frantick Bacchanal I walk. 
And to my felf with fadDiHradion talk. 
Then big with Grief I tbcow me on the Ground^ 
' And view the melancholy Grotto round, 
^,Who%^|iSiiging Roof of Mofs and craggy Stone 
Pelights my Eyes above the brighteft Thf one i 
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Bat when I fpy the Bank, whofe grafly Bed 
Retains the Print oar weary Bodies made; 
On thy forfaken Side I lay me down. 
And with a Show'r of Tears the Place I drown. 
The Trees are wither'd all fince thoa art gone, . 
As if for thee they put their Mourning on. 
No warbling Bird does now with Mofick fill 
,The Woodsi except the mournful Pbilomwl, 
fVrith hers my difinal Notes all Night agree. 
Of 7V/«/.fhe complains, and I of thee. 
Ungentle Youth I didft thou but fee me mourn, 
Hard as thou art, thou wou'dft, thoa wou'dH retarn. 
My conftant falling Tears the Paper ft^n. 
And my weak Hand can fcarce dired my Pen. 
Oh could thy Eyes but reach my dreadful State, 
As now I ftand preparM for fudden Fate, 
Thou cou'dft not fee this naked Bread of mine 
Daflit againil Rocks, rather than join'd to thine. 
Vtzctf Saphe^ peace ! thou fend'ft thy fruitlefs Cries 
To one mpre hard than Rocks, more deaf than Seas. 
The flying Winds bear thy Complaints away, 
Put none will ever back his Sails convey. 
No longer then thy hopelefs Love attend, 
£ ut let thjr Life here with thy Letter cncL 
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SAPHO To'PHAON. 

Wholly Tranflated, 
By Mr. P P E. 
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AY, lovely YoutB^that doft my Heart commaad. 


Can PbaonU Eyes forget his Sapbo^i Hand ? 
Mod then her Name the wretched Writer prove ? 
To thy Remembrance loft, as to thy Love! 
Afk not the Canfe that I new Numbers cho(e» 
The Late negle&d, ind the Lyric Mufe; 
Love tanght my Tears in fadder Notes to floWf 
And tun'd my Heart to Elegies of Woe. 
I bum, I bnrn,^ as when thro' ripen'd Cam 
By driving Winds thefpreading Flames are born ! 
Phaott to JEtndt fcorching Fields retires. 
While I confume with more than JEtn^t Fires 1 
No more my Soul a Charm in Mufick iinds, 
Mufick has Charms alone for peaceful Minds i 
Soft Scenes of Solitndeno more can pleafe. 
Love enters there, and Pm my own Diieaie : 
No more the Lejhian Dames my Paflion move^ 
Once the dear Obje^s of my guilty Love ; 
All other Loves are loft in only thine. 
Ah Youth ungrateful to a Flame like mine! 

B 3 Whom 
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Whom wottM not all thofe blooming Charms furprize» 

Thofe heavenly Looks, and dear deluding Eyes ? 

The Harp and Bow wou'd you like Pbcehus bear, 

A brighter Fheehus^ Phaon might appear \ 

Would yoth widirivy wreath your flowing Hair, 

Not Bacchus^ ielf with Phaon coa'd compare : 

Yet Phcthus lov'd, and'A»<r^«i felt the Flame, 

One Daphne warm'd, and one the Cretan Dame^ 

Nymphs that in YtA no ihore cdn'^ riw^me, 

Than ev*n thofe Gods contend in Charms with thed. 

The Miifes teach die alt their fofieib'Layi, 

And the wide World refoondt with St^hoh Ph^e» 

Tho' pctAJiaeua raonsr itd)lunely £&gs,^ 

And ilrikes with boldhr Rage theTonndtng Strinjgfy 

No lefs Renown attetCdi the moving Lyrev . 

Which CupU tpnes, aiid Ftnus joes ibfpir^ 

To me w]^t Natore KiiSt 'iit ChatOB deny^ d 

Is well by Wit's more lafting Chems' fbpplyM^^ 

THo^flrortmy^ Stature, yet my Name extends 

To Heav^ it ielf, and Earths remotellEndi.. 

Brown as I am, an JBibiopianJisMM 

Infpir'd yonng Perfem with a gen'rabfFlamew 

Turtles and Doves of daVrihg- Hoes,, iinitfe. 

And glofTy Jet Is pair'd with fhimng White^ 

If to no Charms thour wilt fiby Heart refign. 

But fuch as merits fiich as equal thine. 

By none, alas I by none dioa: can'Ib be movM, 

Phaon alone by Pham arail: be lov'd ! 

Yet once thy ^a/Ad^^cou'dtiiy Cares employ. 

Once in hei Atabs yom Getiter'd all youji Joy : 
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« 

Still all thofe Joys to xisy Remembrance movei 

For oh I how vaft a Memory has Love ? 

My Mufick, then^ you cou'd for ever hear. 

And all my Words were Mufick to year Ear. 

You ftop'd with Kifles my inchanting Tongue, 

And fonnd my Kiifrs fwcetcr than my Song» 

In all I plea^'d, but moft in what was bed; 

And the laft Joy was, dearer than the reft- 

Then with each Wojd^ each Glance, each Motion fir'dgr- 

Yon dill enjoy.'d^ and. yet yon dill defir'd, 

'Till all diiTolving in the Trance we lay^. 

And in tomnltnoas Raptures dfi WiK^t, 

The fair SmfioHs. now thy $oul. inflame ^ , 

Why was I boipn^ ye ^Qoda, ^ Lffliam Dame .2 

Bat ah beware, Sialian}iyxxii\^\^\. nor boait 

That wandering Hear; which I fo lately loft i. 

Nor be with all thofe- tempting Words ^bus'd^ 

Thofe temjgttng Word^ were ^ to iapho^ ttfi'4» 

And you^that rale SiaJia^^B b^lW ^l^^^ 

Have pity, Fenut^ on yonr Poem's Pains I 

Shall Fort^ne ftiU in pne fad Tenor. run> 

And ftill^ificreafe the Woes fo ibmt begjin i 

Enur'd to Sorrows. fro^pamy^tender^YcapSy 

My Parent's Aihes drank up fdl my Te^s ; 

My Brother next» njcglefting Wealth^nd Famc# 

Ignobly born'd in a defiru^tiiEQ Flame;. 

An Infant Dangler lati^.my Griefs, increaft,. 

And all a MotherV Cares diftraft my Breaft.. 

Alasy what more cooH Fate ixft^. imgofe« 

Bat Thee«: the laft and greateft of my. Woes? 
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No more my Robes in waving Purple flow» 
Nor on mj Hand the fparkling Diamonds gIow» 
No more my Locks in Ringlets curlM difFufe 
The codly Sweetnefs of Arabian Dews, 
Nor Braids of Gold the varyM Treffles bind, 
That fly diforder'd with the wanton Wind : 
Por whom (hoa'd Safins ufe foch Arts as thefe } 
He's gone, whom only (he defirM to pleafe ! . 
Cupid^9 light Parts my tender Bofom move, 
Still is there Caofe for Sapbo flill to love : 
So from my Birth the Sifters ^*^d my Doom, 
And gave to Fenus all my Life to come ; 
Or while my Mnfe in melting Notes complains. 
My Heart relents, and anfwers to my Strains. 
By Charms like thine which all my Soul have won* 
Who might not-^ah! who wouM not be andone? 
For thofe, Aurora Cephalus might fcorn. 
And with frefh Bluihes parnt the confcions Mom« 
For thofe might Cynthia lengthen Phaor^z fleep. 
And bid Endymiou nightly tend his Sheep, 
Venus for thofe had rapt thee to the Skies, 
But Mmrs on thee might look with Venus* Eye5« 
O fcarce a Yoitth, yet fcarce a tender Boy ! 
O nfeful Time for Lovers to employ ! 
Pride of thy Age, and GI017 of thy Race, 
Come to thefe Arms, and melt in this Embrace 1 
The Vows you never will return, receive : 
And take atleaft the Love thou wilt not give* 
See, while I write, my Words are loft in Tears ; 
The iefs my Senfe,. the more my Love appears. 
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Sare *twas not mach to bid one kind Adieo, 
(At lead to feign was never hard to yon) 
Farewel mf Le(bian Lovi ! yon might have faid^ 
Or coldly thus, FartwtlobljtWiasiMaid! 
No Tear did yoo, no parting Kifs receive* 
Nor knew I then how mnch I was to grieve. 
No Gift on thee thy Sapho coa'd confer. 
And Wrongs and Woes were all you left with her# 
No Charge I gave you, and no Charge cou'd give^ 
Btttthis; Bt mindful of 91IT Loves y andUvi. 
Now by the Nine, thofe Pow'rs ador'd by me. 
And Love» the God that ever waits on thee. 
When firfl I heard (from whom I hardly knew) 
^^hat you were fled, and all my Joys with you. 
Like feme fad Statue, fpeechlefs, pale, I flood ; 
Grief chill'd my Breaft, and itop'd my freezing Blood;. 
No Sigh to rife, no Tear had Pow'r to flow ; 
Fix'd in a flupid Lethargy of Woe. 
But when its way th' impetuous Paflion found, 
I rend my TreflTes, and my Breafls I wound, 
I rave, then weep, I curfe, and then complain^ 
Now fwell to Rage, now melt in Tears again. 
Not fiercer Pangs diftra£l the mournful Dame, 
Whofe firfl- born Infant feeds the Fun'ral Flame* 
My fcornful Brother with aSjnile appears, 
Infults my Woes, and triumphs in my Tears, 
His hated Image ever haunts my Eyes, 
And inhy this Grttf! thy Daughter lives ; he cries« 
Stung with thy Love, and furious wlthDe^air, 
All torn my Garments, and my Bofom bare^ 
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My Woes,* thy Crimes, I ta the World* prodaim ; 
Sach inconfiftent Things are Love and Shame I 
'Tis thott art all my Care, and my Delight, 
My daily Longing, and my Bream by Night : 

Night more plea^ng than th« brightcft Day, 
When FaHtey gives what Abfence takes away. 
And dreft in alt its vrfionary Charm5„ 
Kedores my fair Deserter to my Arms f 

Then round yonr Neck in wanton Wreaths I twmc. 
Then you, methitiks, as fondly cirde mine v 
A thouftmd tendfer Words I hear and fpcak ; 
A thoufand melting Kifles, givt, and take : 
Then fkrcer Joys— ^I blufli to mention thcfiy 
Yet while I blnih confefs how much they pleafe t 
But when with Day the ftveetDelufions ifly. 
And all things wake to Life and Joy, but U 
As if once ml)re forfkken, I complain. 
And clofe my Eyes, to dream of you again. 
Then frantick rife, and like fomc Fury rove 
Thro' lonely Plains, and thro* the filcnt Grove,, 
As if the filent Grove, and lonely Plains, 
That knew my Pleafares, ccu'd relieve my PaiHS*. 

1 view the Groffo, once the Scene of Love, 
The Rocks around, the hanging Roofs above. 
Which charm*d me more, with Native Mofs o'ergrowq^ 
Than Phrygian Marble or the Parian Stone. 

I find the Shades that did our Joys conceal. 
Not Him, who made me love thofe Shades fo well ! 
Here the preft Herbs with bending Tops betray 
^here off entwin'd in am'rous Folds we Jay j 

Ikiffr 
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I kiA tkat Btirtk wUcjh 9tW!e waa pr«ft by yo9« ' 

And all with Teart tbe wirVxiogHei4>8 bc<Ww» 
For thee the fadkig Trees afrpear lo mouio» 
And Birds defer thejr Soogt 'till thy Retorn i 
Night ihad^ the Groy^i, juoA all iiv Sik&Qf lyv^ 
AH, bat jthe moarnful^i^j/wMr/andly 
With monrnfvil Fbilomd I jjOiQ' my SlTais* 
Of Tereus (he, bf i^/S^ioir I compkkh 

A Spring there is> wheic Silver WBtBf«^iho«i^ 
Clear as a Glais^ Aq ftiniiig S^ds bclpw; 
A flbw'ry Lotos fpijeads its Aroifr ajbove. 
Shades all the Baabs, and fisema it Telf a Qiwe ^ 
Eternal Greens the molTyMturgiis grae^, 
Watch'd by the Sylvan Ginim of the Place. ' 
Here as I lay, and fwclPd with Teart the«FloOi!^ 
Before my Sight a Watry Virgin ftood.. 
She flood, and ci:y*d, " O yoi» that love in vaiA f 
^ Fly hence ; and ft^k the fwRUufs^Un M«n: 
*< There ftands a Rock, from whofe impending St6f|p 
*' jfyoiio*s Fane farveys^ the rQllipg Deep ; 
There iDJurM Loversy leaping from above. 
Their Flames extingvilh, and forget to lovew 
** DiucaUm once with hopeUfs Fury bnrn'dt 
'* In vain he lov'd, releatlefs Pjrrba fcornM^ 
'* But when from hence he plung'd into the Maio^ 
** DemeaUoH fcom'd,^ and Pjrrba lov'd in vaiur 
f ' Halle, S^fbof hade, from high Leucadia throw 
I* Thy wretched Weight, nor dread the Deeps below l^f 
She (poke, and vaoiih'd with theVoic^— -^l riie, • 
And £len( Tears fftll trickling from my £yes» .\ 
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I gOf yo Nymphs! thofe Rocks aod Seat to prove ; 
How much I fear» bat ah! how much I love ! 
I go, ye Nymphs! where forioas Love infpires : 
Let Female Pears fobmit to Female Fires ! 
To Rocks and Seas I fly from Pbaot^h Hate, 
i^nd hope from Seas and Rocks a milder Fate. 
Ye gentle Gaks^ beneath my Body blow* 
And foftly lay me on the Waves below ! 
And thoe, kind Lvvi^ my finking Limbs fuflaii»9 
Spread thy foft Wings, and waft me o'er the Main, 
Nor kt a Lover'« Deatb the gnikleis Flood profane I 
On ^brnlu*^ Shrine my Harp 111 then beftow,. 
And this Inlcri{kion (hall be placM below*. 
'* Here (he who fiing» to Him that did iaipirey. 
^' Safho to Phabus cOniecrates her Lyre, 
*< What faits with Sapbe^ Fhattuh f^its with chse ;; 
«< The Gift, fehe Giver, and the God agree J' 

But why alas, relentless Youth! ah whjl^ 
To diiUnt Seas muft tender Sapb$ fly I 
Thy Charms than thofe may far more powVftl be>. ' 
And Fhcelms^ felf is lefs a God to me^ 
Ah! ouift thou dooni me to the Roeks and Sea,, 
O fyx more faithlefs and more hard than they? ^ 
. Ah{ canft t^on rather fee this tender Breaft 
Pafli'd on fliarp Rocks, than to thy Bofom peft \ 
This Breall, which once, vck vain I you likM fo well ;^ 
.Where thelww play'd, and wh^re the Mufis dwell--^ 
(Alas ! the Mufiy now no more ioTpire. 
UfttnnM my Lute, and fiJent is my Lyre, 
'My languid Numbers liave forgot to flow, 
\ Anji Fancy finks beneath a Weight of Woe. 
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Ye Lefiian Virgins, and ye LtJInan Dames, 
Themes of my VeHe, and Obje£i$ of my Flames, 
No more yoar Groves with my glad Songs (hall ring, 
^No more thefe Hands ihall touch the trembling String t 
Since Phaon fled, I all thofe Joys reiign, 
Wretch that I am, 'I'd almoft caird him Mine I 
Return fair Youth, return, and bring along 
Joy to my Soul, and Vigour to my Song ! 
Abfent from thee, the Poet^s Flame expires. 
But ah ! how fiercely burn the Lover's Fires ? 
Gods ! can no Pray'rs, no Sighs, no Numbers movt 
One ravage Heart, or teach it how to love ? 
The Winds my Fray 'rs, my Sighs, my Numbers bear» 
'The flying Winds have loft them all in Air I 
Oh when, alas ! fliall more aufpictous Gales 
To thefe fond Eyes reftore thy welcome Sails ? 
If you return— ah why theie long Delays ? 
Poor Bapho dies while carelefs Phaon flays. 
O launch thy Bark, nor fear the watry Plain^ 
Venus for thee fliall finooth her native Main, 
O launch thy Bark, iecure of profpVons Gates» 
For thee fliall Cupid fyct2A thefvyreliing Sails. 
If you will fly — »- (yet ah \ what Caufe can be» 
Too cruel Youth, that you fliouM fly from me \\ 
If not from Pbaon I muft hope for Eafe,. 
Ah let me feek it from the raging Seas : 
From thee to thofe, unpity'd I'll remove^ 
And either ceafe to live, or c^aie to love L 
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CANACE TO MACAREUS. 
By Mr. D R r D E N. 

The ARGUMENT. 

MacareuaiAxr^Canace» Soa and Daughter to JEol\is, God 
of the Winds ^ tov^d each other inceftuoujly : Can ace 
Kvas delivered of a Son, and committed him to her Nur/e^ 
to ke fecretfy conveyed envtr^. The Infant crying out, 
ly that means nvas di/cover^d to ^olas, *wbot inra^d 
at the Wickednefs of his Children^ commanded the Babe 
to he epcfos*d to Wild Beafts on the Mountains : And 
^ithaU fent a Sivcrd to Canace, luith this Mejfagef 
That her Crimes <would inftruQ her ho'w to ufe it^ 
With this Sword JheJUiu her/elf: But before Jh$ dfd 
Jhe writ the following Letter to her Brotlfer Macareu9» 
'who had taken SanSuary in the Temple of Apollo» 

IF HreflniMig Blood my fatal Letter ftaia^ 
Imagine^ ei^e yoa read; the Wrtler flain ; 
One Hand the Sword, andon^ the Ren impioys^ 
And in my Lap the ready. Paper ]yie»- 
Think in this Pofture thoa. behold'ft me write: 
In this my cmiel Father would delight* 
O were he prefenty that hi« £^s and Handa 
Might fee and urge the Death which he commands \ 
Than all the raging Winds more dreadful, he* 
iCTnmov^d^. without a Tear my Woands would fee. 
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yovi juftlf placfd him on a ftonny Throne^ 
His Peoples Temper is (b like Ms own* 
TherIforti^2m&Souti^, and each contending Blaft 
Are underneath bis wide Dominion caft t 
Tfaofe he> can rale ; but his tempeftnofls Mind 
Is, like his aity Kingdom, vnconfiu^d: 
Ah 1 what avail my kindred Gods above. 
That in their number I can reckon ybvef 
What help will all my heav*nly PKend'sailbn^ 
When to my Bieaft I lift t&e pointed^ Sword ? 
That Hour which joined as came befbre its time^ 
In peath we had been one without* a Crime. 
Why did thy JE^l^mes^ beyond a Arp/)6rr's move ^ 
Why lov*d I thee with more than S/Jhr^s Love f 
For I lov*d too;, and knowing not my Wound, 
A fecret Fleafare in thy Ki^es fi^und : 
My Cheeks no longer did their Colour boaf^, 
My Food grew loathfome, and my Strength I loft r 
Still ere! Q>oke, a Sigh woold flop my Tongue; 
Short were my Slumbers, and my Nights werelong^ 
I knew not frcAn my Love thefe Griefs did grow. 
Yet was, a!as, the Thing I did not know. 
My wily Nnrfe by long Experience fonnd,^ 
And firft diftover'dto my Soul its Wound. 
*Ti»Love, iaid-flie-; and then my down- caft Eyes^, 
And guilty Dumbnels^ witnefs^d my Surprize. 
ForcM at the laft; my ihamefiil Pain I tell : 
And, oh, what followed ! we both know too well ! 
•* -When half denying, more than half content, 
^ Embraces wffrmM me to a full Confent. 

^ The* 
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<' Then with tamultaous Joy^my Heart did bcstt, 
** And Guilt that made them anxious madethem great**' 
But now my fwelling Womb heav'd up my Breaft, 
And rifing Weight my finking Limbs oppred. 
What Heibsy what Plants, did not my Nurfe produce 
To make Abortion by thy powerful Juice ? 
What Med'cines try'd we not, to thee unknown ? 
Our firft Crime common ; this was mine alone* 
But the ftrong Child, fecure in his dark Cell, 
With Nature's Vigour did our Arts repel. 
And now the pale-fac'd Emprefs of the Night 
Nine Times had filPd her Orb with borrowed Light : 
Not knowing 'twas my Labour, I complain 
Of fudden Shootings, and of grinding Pain : 
My Throes came thicker, and my Cries encreaft. 
Which with her Hand the confcious Nurfe fuppreil. 
To that unhappy Fortune was I come. 
Fain urg'd my Clamours ; but Fear kept me Dumb. 
With inward Struggling I reftrain'd my Cries, 
And drunk the Tears that trickled from my Eyes. 
Death was in fight, Lucina gave no Aid ; 
And even my dying had my Guilt betray'd* 
Thou cam'fl ; and in thy Countenance fate Defpair : 
Hent were thy Garments all, and torn thy Hair : 
Yet feigning Comfort which thou cou'dft not give, 
(PreH in thy Arms, and whifp'ring me to live:) 
For both our fakes, (faidil thOu) preferve thy Life ; 
Live, my dear Sifter, and my dearer Wife. 
Rais'd by that Name, with my laft Pangs, I ftrove : 
Such Fow'r have Words, when ijpoke by thofe we love. 

Thf 
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Tlie Bahe, as if he heard what thoa hadft fwora» 
With hafty Joy fpraog forward to be born. 
What helps it to have weathePd oat one Storm ? 
Fear of oar Fatbtr does another form. 
High in his Hall, rock'd in a Chair of Sute, 
The King with his tempeftooos Conncil fate ; 
Thro' this large Room oar only PafTage Iay» 
By which we coold the new-bom Babe convey ; 
Swath'd in her Lap, the bold Nnrie bore him ont : 
With Olive Branches cover'd roand aboat; 
And, nntt'ring Pray'rs, as Holy Rites flie meant. 
Thro' thQ divided Crowd anqneftion'd went. 
Joft at the Door th' unhappy Infiuitcry'd : 
The Grandfire heard him, and the Theft he (py'd." 
Swift as a Whirlwind to the Nnrfe he flies. 
And deafs his flormy Snbjeds with his Cries. 
With one fierce Paff he blows the Leaves away : 
Sxpos'd the felf-difcovei 'd Infalit lay« 
TheNoiie reached me, and my pre&ging Mind 
Too foon its own approaching Woes divin'd. 
Not Ships at Sea with Winds are ihaken more. 
Nor Seas themfelves, when angry Tempetb roar. 
Than I, when my load Father's Voice I hear : 
The Bed beneath me trembled with my Fear. 
He mfli'd apon me, and divnlg'd my Stain; 
Scarce from my Miuther conld his Hands refrain* 
I only anfwer'd him with filent Tears ; 
They flow'd ; my Tongne wju frozen op with Fears. 
His little Grand-child he commands away. 
To Moantatn Wolves and ev'ry Bird of Prey. 

The 


TKe Babe cryM oat> as if he imderAooii, 

And begg'd his Pardon with whut Voice het:ou'd« 

By what Expieffiens can. my Gmf be ibevm.? 

(Yet you nay gueft my Angniih.by. )^Qiw Qwn)j 

To fee my B<»weli» and what yet Wat worff ,. 

Yoor Bowel» too> coadenwVi.to fnch a Gurft 1 

Out went the King ; my Voice ita Freedom fonnd^, 

My Breaftt I beat» my blabbered Cheeka I iivoiuu). 

And now appeared the Meilenger of Denihi, 

Sad were his Lookt, and fcarce he drew hti Bivathir . 

To fay» T^itr TuiUr fin$U yo%jr^ (with that Wor4 

His trembling Hands pre^ted me A Swotd .:) 

Your FatbtrftnJsycu this ;& ^dbitfoUhmw^ 

Tbatycur own Crimes the Vfi of it kjoillftfow. 

Too well I know the Senfe thofe Words impart $ 

His Pr^ff# fliaU be treafur^d in my Heart* 

Are the& the Nuptial Gifts a Bride reoelTei t 

And this the fatal Pbw^r a. Fkher gives? 

Thou God of Marriage^ (hun thy owji Di%mce^^ 

And take thy Torch from this detefted Place;. 

Inllead of thar» let Furies light their. Sbrandsr^ 

And fire my Pile with their infernal Hands*. 

With happaek* Fortune may my Sifters Wod ; 

Warn'd by the dire Example of thei£)teML 

For thee, poor Babe^ wiiat Crime coold ibq^prcttnH 

How could thy In&nt Innocence ofiend ? 

A Guilt there was ; but Oh that Guilt was mine I 

Thou- fuffer'ft fbr a Sin that wa» not thina 

Thy Mother's Grief >aiid Crime ! but jift enjoy.'d,. 

Shewn taipy fight, and b<»n ta be defti^y'd t 

Unhappy 
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Unhappy Off-fpring of my teeming Womb ! 

D»^d headlong from thy Cradle to thy Tomb ! 

Thy an-oiFending Life I could not fave. 

Nor weeping could I follow to thy Grave I 

Nor on thy Tomb could oiFer my fhorn Hair ; 

Nor (hew the Grief which tender Mothers bean 

Yet long thoQ (halt not from my Arms be lofl. 

For foon I wUl o^csrta^^ Chy. ItAnt Qho(|, 

Bot thou, my Love, and now my Love's Defpai/| 

Perform his Funerals with paternal Care; 

Hii icatter'd Litnbs with my dead Body burn | ^ 

And 6nce mor^ Join uj in the pious Urd. 

If on my wounded Breaft thou drop*fi aTeari 

Think for whofe fak^ my Breaft that Wound did bear % \ 

And f^hfolly my laft Defirei fulfil, 

Aj I pcrfotin*^my cruel Fathe>*s^iir»" 


1 
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PHILLIS TO DEMOPHOON. 

By EIX POLEr, Efq-, 

The ARGUMENT. 

Defnophoon» n»h 'was Sen to Theftas and Phaedra^ /« 
riturninig from tb$ Trojan War into bis own Coun^- 
tty^ luas fy a Tempeft driven upon the Coafts of 
Thrace, wahiri Phillis^ ^who tuas then ^een of Thrzce^ 
entertained and marrfd bim. Wben be bad fiwji*d 
nvitb ber fome Time^ be beard tbat Meneftheas inas 
dead, (nubof afier be bad conquered TheietiSy bad 
t^nrfdtbe Government of Athens) and under pretend 
of fettling Jfis own Affair s, be nvent to Athens, awh 
promised tbe ^ueen that be nvould come bad again ite 
a Montb. Wben be had been gone four Montbsp 
and tbat fie bad beard no NeVit of bim, fie ^writes 
him this Letter* 

YOaVe gone beyond ^oar Time, and ought to give 
So kind a Wife as Pbtlhs leave to grieve. 
You promised me you would no longer day. 
Than 'till the firft full Moon (hould light your Way. 
Thrice did it fince its borrow'd Light renew. 
And thrice has chang'd, but not fo much as you. 
Did yon the Days, and Hours, and Minutes tell. 

As Pbillis does, and they that love fo well, 

YouM 
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YoaM fay *t9tttt time to weep ; your Sorrows too . 

Woald jttftify thofe Tears Ihe flieds for yoir. 

StilLdid I hope, and thooght youM ftill be here ; 

We hardly can believe thofe Things we fear % 

Now 'tis too plain^ and* fpight of Love and yoa« 

I maft both fear it, and believe it too. 

How oft did I deceive my felf, and fwore 

I iaw yojir Ship juft making to'the Shore ? 

Then cars'd thofeFriends I thought hadcaosM yoar fiay c 

Would ypn were half fo innocent as they. 

Sometimes I fearM» by foaming Billows tofl. 

You might be ShipwreckM whilil yon fought the Coaft. 

And griev'd t'have injured whom I thought fo true* 

I beggM that Pardon Td refns'd to you. 

Then, cruel Man I did I the Gods implore 

To let you live, tho* I ne'er faw you more^ 

When I a favourablct Gale eipy'd. 

He comes, if he*s alive^ he comes, I cry'd* 

And thus my Love ftili fought fome new Pretence, 

And I grew eloquent in your Defence, 

Yet thou avoid'il me ftill, nor do I fee 

Thofe Promifes thou mad'fl to Heav'n and me. 

'« But thy falfe Vows, alas ! were all but Wind, 

«< Thy Vows and Wifhes made the Gale more kiifd : 

*^ They fiU'd your Sails, and you were forc'd away, 

** By the fame Wifhes, which you made to flay. 

What have ,1 done, but lov'd to an Excefs ? 

You'd not been guilty had I lov'd you lefs. 

My only Crime is, loving yon too well ; 

Bat fure fome Merit in ^hat Crime does dwelL 

Where'! 
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Where's now yoar^Faitli f And ^virare'j tUe'Love you 
Where are the Godt by whom yon falfly iwore.;.[***^^ 
Where's J^msn taoy who .join'^doar tender Yeus? 
He bid me lave» aodfaaniih'diall my Pears. 
Youfworeby th' fweiling^Blilcxwsof theMain, 
Which you oft tiy'dt and yet woald truft^igaki. 
Rather than HsMy witbime, 'the' moch more kintd^ 
And conllant coo, than^are the &as or Windr 
Youiwore hy theGreat Roleir^f the Flood, 
The Heav'nly Author of your 'Royal^ood i 
(If e'er a God had any thing 40 xlo 
.In one fo faUe and fo nnkind as you) 
You fwore by Fsms, and the fatal Steel 
Of thofe proud Darts, Avhich too ^much I leel ; 
And by great ymro, whofe reliiUefiArt 
Gave thee.my Hand, when I :had givtU -my Heart* 
Thou fwor'ft fo much, that if each God ihould be 
Juft to revenge hi& injur'd^felf and me. 
Such nam'rOQS Mifchiefs on thy Head ^ould fall, 
ThoiiMil not have room enough to bear them all* 
Diflrafted I, as;if I'd fear your Stay, 
Repaired yoar Shipsto hurry yon away^ 
What Hade you waited, my cflw'dCare fupply'd, 
Oajrs to your Sails, and Current to your Tide, 
Thus was i falfely by myfelf betray'd. 
And periih'd by the Wounds my Hands have made.' 
I foolilhly.believ'd thoie Oaths^ you fwore. 
The Race.yott boafted, and.the Gods you bore. 
Who could have ihooght fuj^h^gentle Word9 e'er 'hung 
Upon a treaeberons^delttding Tongue i 

Ifaw 
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I faw y oar'^Ptfarsy >«ncL I: beHev^d ih^m wUj 
Can they lye too, land aire thoy tavght.ioiall I 
What needed all that miin'roaa Feijury ? 
One wa8 enough to her that lov'd Itke jae* 
Vm not aiham'd I did your Ships receive, 
And your own Wants did carefully relieve ; 
Thofe Debts I ow'd you on a nobler Score ; 
Buttheuy 'eistrae, lihoaldihave done no more, 
All I repent, is that I bafeiy drove 
T'increafe your Welcome by a Nuptial' Love« 
That Night thftt tfiher'd in th' nnfaappy Day, 
Which did me to your guil^ Love betray ; 
I wifli that fatal Night had been my laft ; 
. Then I had dy'd, but then I had been chafte. 
I hop'd you were, 'caufe Ideferv'd you. True ! 
Is it a Crime to wifli what is our due ? 
'Tis fure no mighty Glory to deceive 
A tender Maid, fo willing to believe. 
My Weaknefs does but heighten your OiFence, 
You kindly ihould have Tpar'd my Innocence. 
You've gained a Maid that lovM yon, and may^t bet . 
Your greateH Prizes and only Vi&wry^ 
May your proud Statm^ rab*d by this Succeft, 
Shame your great Father ^ 'caufe his Cr/avei^ were lefi |l. 
And when late Story iball of Tyrants tell, 
And who by Syrotif and Frnr^ftes fell ; 
The Centaurs f)k^if thcSW#^fljr/ Overthrow, 
Who 'twas d urA force the.difinal Shades below i 
Then for ymt Heinur fkaXi at laft be iaid, 
Herir Nei ^bo by a nonteb'ed Wih betrafd 
id'Lovtngt Jtsnocent^ BeUeving Maid* 

Of 
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Of all thofe Jast we in your Fatifer knevy 

His Treachery alone remains in yoa* 

What only can excufe the Ills yon do» 

Yoa both inherit and admire it too* 

He Ariadne did betray, but ihe 

Enjoys a Hujband mightier far than He* 

Bat the fcorn'd Thracians my Embraces fton, 

'Caafe I from them into thy Jrms did run* 

Let her, they cry, to learned Greece be gone. 

We'll find a Monarch to fupply the Throne. 

Thus all we do depends on an ill Fate, 

Which does for ever on th' Unhappy wait ; 

But may that Fate all his beft Thoughts attend. 

Who judges others A^iotu by the End. 

For fliou'dft thou ever bleis thefe Spas again. 

They'd praife that Lav;e of which they now complain. 

Then would they fay, Wbai C9uldjbe better do^ 

Both for her feJft and for her Kingdom too? 

But I have err'd, and thou'rt £(xt ever fled, 

Forget'il my Empire, and forget'fl my Sed. 

Methinks I fee thee flill, Demo^heon, 

Thy Sails all hoifted, ready to be gone. 

When boldly thou did'ft my: (oft Limbs embrace. 

And with long Kifles dwelt'ft upon my Face ; 

Drown'd in my Tears, and in your own you lay« 

And curs'd the Winds that haften'd you away. 

Then parting cry'd, (methinks I hear thee ftiU) 

PhlUis P II come, you may hefure I wilim 

Can I expert thatthdu'lt e'er fte this Shore, 

Who left'fi it \hsiX Uiou n^\x mfhi'&&t me more ? 

A?* 
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Aod yet I beg you'd come too, that yoo may 

Be ooly Gu'iUy in too IcAig a Stay. 

What do I aik ? Thoa» by new charms pofftft'd, : 

Forget'il my Kindmefs on another Brtaft ; 

Ahd, better to compleat the Tretuheryt 

Swear'ft all tbofe Oaths, which thou haft broke to Jbe* 

And hail (f^ilfe Man) perhaps iorgat my Name» 

And afL*ft too» who I am» a^4 whence Tcamei 

But that thou better may*il remember me^ 

XndW) thoa ungrateful MaQ» that I am flie,. 

Who, when thou'dft wanderM all the Ocean oVr» 

flarboor'd thy Ships, and welcom'd thee to Shor^; 

Thy CoiFers flill replenUh'd from my owSy 

And to that height a Prodigal was grown, 

I gave thee all thou aikMft» and gave fo faft« 

I gave my felf into thy Pow'r at lafl \ 

] gave my SajfUr and my Crowm to Tbei^ 

A Weight too heavy to be borne by me*. 

Where .ftrwnK/ does his (hady Head difplay. 

And gentle Heher cuts his Sfurtd Way, 

So great's the Em; ire , and ^ wide th^ £aa/» 

Scarce to be govern'd by. a Wpm^t^t Hand* 

She whom fW/ would not fufier to bo Ch<iftr 

Whofe Nuptials with a FunVai Fomp was grac'd; 

Shrill Cries diftsrbM os 'midft our fivifteA Joys» 

And oar drawn Cuftains trembled with the Noife, 

Theo dofe CD thee I^dung* al} drownM in.Teafs^ 

And iboght my Shelter, wheit I'd found, my Fe^rs* 

And now while t^ti% drown Ihfiir Ggtrt i».Sleep»: . 

i run to th' barren ^hf* and Raekh tQ weep, . 

And view with longpg fiju the ff^icioiu Deep^ . 

C AU^ 
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All Day a(td Nigl^ t the m^i^s Courfe fiirvey^ 

Impatient 'till I find it Mbws this Way : 

And wtien a-far, ft coming Sail 1 vievi^, 

I thank my Stars^ and i conclude 'tis yoa ; 

Then with flrangehaftc I run siy Love ro meet; 

Ndf cah tkc flowing Water* Aop my Feet. 

When n«ar, I grow more fearfol <han before^ 

A fuddin TrembUfig ftieM me al) o^«r» ' 

And leaves m^ lo^ bf^tftblers on the Shafr«»«- • 

Hard by, wtitl^e twi hu^eMoitaitaln^guardithe Wary, 

There Jyes a fearfoU felltary Ba^; " * ' 

Oft I've refolv^^ ^hile 6n this Place tVe ftood. 

To throw my felf intof the raging Flood, 

Wild with Dd>air,, and t ^IWit it i'AU 

Since you contifftfetluiff td alb' me: ill^.< 

And when the kirtder WaVei A2AI wttft me Veif, 

May 'ft thou behold iw^ B«dy ba Ihe'Shor^ ('•*"*, 

Unburied lye ; . and though- thy Crnclty 

Harder than S^osie^ or thao thy ietf fiMHild be. 

Yet (halt thou csy^ ailbaiih'^ with the Siiow, 

Phillis, /iwiMWA^^^/ftrti^a^i' . i .. ♦ i\ 

Raging with FoiJbres wmiM J oft «*pim, :'■ *' • -■ - 

And quench' niy ow» 'by- a- m^ioh Vappier Pire: v ' 

Then to revenge the Loft of all ImJf Rert, ''- ■ 

Would Hab thy Imtgi* iii iiiy< tor«ui^dl Ireafti ' 

Or b^aKnot (mofe wekome far(^'Hi& •' - 

Than.ihat^Tflifi'Mtffl^'i^kh^I^'^Veltf dH#S^)lf]lee^ *■ • 

Stran^lthaclf$e<l(?, vrlkdn^^C^-^Mt^Atm^h^Aet^^^^ 

Wlchtr^ach^roi)tJ(^dftdfsp4)d^ft^dA'eb''iV¥iiW($f< '• " 

4nd as becomes a^podr vxii^ffpf ^k^ ^ • - ^ • 

^pair mjF rak^ M^^ wdhuil)bli)re^''' >' '' ' - 

i:- ^ Whca 
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WhcD we can ooce with oor hard. Fate compljE* 
'Tis eafy then to choofe the Way to die. 
Then on my Tomb flutU ehe proad Caufi be r«a4r - 
And thy fad Crime ftill live, when I am dead i 
Poor Phillis tfy^d^ fy bimjbe Itw^d oppr^^Ji , 
The irueft Miflre/s, hy the fat/eft Gueft. 
He woas the cruel Caujt of dl her W$e^ 
But her owM Haud perform* d the fatal Bkw. 
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PHILLIS TO DEMOPHOON. 
By Mr. ED. FLOTD. 

The A R G U M E N T* 

Demophooii, the Son ^Thefeai and Phsdra, returning 
/rom the Trojan Wars^ ivas hj ad*utrfe Winds driven 
en the Thradan Shorey lubere be *was ro^aify enter'* 
tainedt and received into familiarity hy Phillis, Daugh^ 
ter to Lycurgus and Cruilamena, King and ^een of 
Thrace : With tubontf after be bad a nubile remain^ d^ 
bearing oftbe Deatb £;f Mnellheus (tbe Depofer of bis 
Fatber) be ivent to take Fojeffion of bis twm Realm 9f 
Athens, yet nuitb earnefl Proteftations of returning nvitb' 
in tbe Space of one Montb* But being detained pafi tbt 
appointed time by tbe Diftra&icns bis People nnere under^ 
be gave occafion to Phillis (impatient of delays) to «writ€ 
bim tbis Epiftle. 

JpHillis (who entertainM thy Love and Thee, 
Faithleff DemopboonJ blames thy Peijary \ 
How when with Pain we parted didft thoa moarn^ 
And feem*dft to live alone for thy Return ! 
How didft thoQ limit my Diftrefs, and fwear 
Within one Month thy fpeedy Pre&nce here! 
Yet now four Moons are wearyM oot, and fee 
Thee ftill regardlefs of thy Vows and me. 
Hadft thoa a tender Senfe to know the Pain 
Qf abfeat Lorers^ who expe^ in vainy 

Thoa 
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Tboo wouldft not call me hafty, nor upbraid 
Thefeliamble Marmora of a Wife betrayM. 
We're flow in our believing 111, for I 
Fla:tter'd my felf that yet I ihooM not die: 
My felf I've oft deluded, *« thought thee kind— . 
Thy Ship returning with a profp'roos Wind t 
ne/tus Pve curdy and yet nnjuftly him. 
For thou perhaps art Author of thy Crime. 
The dang'rous Shoals of Hehrus made me moorq# 
As fancying thee expos'd in thy Return* 
Oft for thy Health I've fought the Gods by PrayV» 
And Incenfe burnt to place thee in their Care. 
Whene'er the Wind flood fair, 1 fancy 'd ftreight 
Thy fudden Prefence, or thy certain Fate. 
Then have I iludy'd Reafons for thy Stay, 
And urg'd my Wit to favour thy Delay : 
Yet doft not thou the Senfe of Vows retain. 
To Gods, and me, made equally in vain* 
Thy Urideft Vows did mix with common Air, 
Nor does thy tardy Fleet the Fault repair. 
Thy Abience fully does my Crime reprove. 
And feems defign'd to pay fo che^> a Love* 
My only Fault was loving eafily ; 
And yet that Fault claims Gratitude in thee. 
Where's nowthy Faith, — thy fuppliant Hands, and where 
The God prophanM by thy fiillacious Pray'r ? 
Where's Hymen now that ihould our Hearts unite^ 
"Blefs and fecure our conjugal delight ? 
Firft, by the Sea thou fwor'fl thy Meaning jnft. 
The Sea that then thou wert about to truft : 

C 3 Thou 
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Thoo Avoi^A by thy pretended Grandfixe's Namet 

The God that does rebellions Storms reclaim* 

By Fenus and by Love's Artillery, 

The InflrumcBts of mighty Woes to me : 

By JuMO^ who of Marriage Vows takes care» 

And Or//, who the hallowed Torch does bear: 

Shou'd thefe wrpng'd Pow'rs bej uft, cou'dfl thou withAand 

The angry fl/okc of an Almighty Hand ? 

Thy Ships I did repair^ thy Sails improve. 

And flrengthen'd the Deierter of my Loy«. 

I gave thee Oars as Inftruments of fpeed. 

And (harpen'd all the Dart^s by whkh I bleed* 

Thy Words— thy Kindred Gods— whatever ^as feigned 

With Joy I heard, with Falih I entertain'd : 

View'd with/egard thy falfc commanded Teari^ 

Thy artful Sorrow, and thy ieeming Fears. 

Thy Arts of JL^ove ito mc thou raigh('ll have fpax'd^ 

For I was too oahafpily prepar'd^ 

Nor Ihoo'd I grieve to have well treated thee. 

And limited my Hofpitftlify, 

Bui to admi^tbee looiely to my Breailj 

Is Treafon, . fatal to my prefent Refl. 

Ah 1 had I dy'd before that Evening can^» 

I then had dy'din Peace, fecure of Fame« 

YitWing I hop'd thy praxitadc might move. 

And fhewlng mine, defef ve thy utmoil Love. 

But '^ iDglartQi}6 thus to have betray*d 

(All pitilefs) a frail believing Maid : 

A Maid,thdt lov'd thee thou haH.robbM of Fam^a 

And may no greater ijbmoer reaiih thy Name. 

In 
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In Jthgni wbea thy Statqe'fliall k« fUc^*4 ' ^ ^ ' «, 
Near thy great Father with htt Trophies grac'd; 
When Scyran and Precrmfttt d|all ^ read> : 
Sdnis and Minoiutin in trimnph M : ^ . i 
Thebes quite redaCd* the Cem^trs oveccooHK » . 
Hell ftorm'd» and tke black Tiix^ diilarbVi a| luifDei 
Thy hated Image tkas infcrib'd Aall end-^ 
— He who. hetrafd his M^ht/s and his Fri4iuf» 
Of all thy mighty Father has atchiev'd« 

Thoa lik'ft that .rf^'tfi^ was deceiKM : . \ . » 

What he repented » thou doftfti}! adaiire. 
And only to: his Treachery art Heir : . . . 
(Unenvy'd) Ae enjoys a DoUer Mate, 
And drawn by harnefs'd Tyg«rs, rides in State. 
The Thracians^ whana \ fcornM, now lliun my Bed, 
As one by Itrange polluted hands mH* led : 
Says one. Let learned ^/i**/ be. he* plac?, . . ; . 
Some noble^ Htind. iball goveri^ wa^Ukf 9>r4^/» 
Tbe End piovep fiU<r-<iodr may \p i»e?er hit . . 
His rafli Prefage, who dare» coadeofiQ thfeyct^ ' 
For fhould'ft^thott now Mturi), tac]| wjfU coqcludc 
I ftadyM.wifh ray own my Comury's.Qood : 
IVe fail'd»:*las ! . Tfeott ap Rffviffr.d^ftiMke'.., ; 
Or of my Palaw <ir. tj^ CryMiUfai. . - r , , »- 
My Eyes jie^ain % .grwfaliinpgf ^. .ur)w » I . , ; 
With moanvfiil Bow^ 4hoa. bad'ii ne Jiope ^gaifiv • y/x 
Thou did'ft .embrace «m, aod mritb %J| jdcjjy,; « 
That ]io#%g.breavhy K,i(ft|. «!f ni^d % t^e^ f by S^y j, , 
Thou didtl exchaog^, %^qm ♦«iriJ%M«r,^4#j|%cv; 
The Wind jvRsina«fpic|«n%:«bff,at,j^f^n , ,^.j | 
^ C 4 Whc« 
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When oor Divorce thoa coa'dft no more decline, 
Thoa ^d% Expea jwr-^Phillis^ / am thiiu : 
Him I expefi, who meant to come no more. 
And Ships no more deiigp*d to tcmchi this Shore t 
Yet Hill I H6pe-<*4Ui ! come, tho* paft thy time, 
Tliat thy Delay may be thy only Crime, 
Some wanton Maid (perhaps) fedoces thee. 
J\nd buys thy Love with cheap Difcourfe of me* 
Thou can'ft not be unmindful who I am, 
Confult thy felf for my negle€led Name; 
Phfliitf thy conftant, hofpitable Friend, 
Who did her Harbour and Affiftance lend r 
Love, Empire, All fubmitted to thy Will, 
Who gave thee much, and wifii'd to give chee flill; 
Lycurgus^ Land farrcndcr'd to thy Sway, 
And to thy Hand its Scepter did convey* 
.As far as Rhode f^ and H^tmus go, t - 

And the foft Streams Of facred tititus flow ; 
Thee my laft Bloihes blell, thy Loves long Toils 
Rewarded with my conquered Virgin' Spoils. 
The howling Fiends and ominous Krds of Night 
With difmal Notes perfbrm'd each Nuptml Rite: 
Wiib hcreurPd Snaked the fierce JUao carn^, 
"I'o light pur Tapirs with infernal Flame. 
On Rocks I Walk— -and o'er the barren Sand, 
Far Sis my Eyes can reach the fpacious Strand, 
Look out all Hours to lee what Wind flands fair. 
By Earth's cold -Damp untir'd, or HeaVA^s bleak Airj 
Wfiefa ^iiy difiaift^ Sai^ I chani^e to fpy ; > - ' 
I fancyj thy looft Stieamers drawing nigh; 
u. U ; '^ Launched 
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Launched into Sea, the tardy Gales I chide, 
And to meet thee I ftem th^ impetuoas Tide; 
When their Approach declares my Hopes are Tain, 
I fainting crave th' Affiftance of my Train* 
Above the Bay, which the ipent Billows blockSf 
And formi a Precipice of pendent Rocks, 
Thence my Defpair prefented me a Grave, 
And nought but thy Return my Life (ball fave. 
May fome kind Wave to thy own Shore convey. 
And at thy Feet thy fioatiog Phillis lay. 
Thy melting Heart this difmal Sound will groan. 
In thefe Embraces join'd, we meet too ibon— 
Oft have I thirfted for a pois'nous Draught, 
As oft a Death from foroe kind Poniard (ought ; 
Oft round that Neck a filken Twine I caft. 
Which once thy dear perfidious Arms embracM. 
By Death Til heal my prefent Infamy, 
Bat flay to choofe the fpeedieft way to die. 
This fad fhort Epitaph ihall fpeak my Doom, 
And fix my mournful Story on ray Tomb, 
This Monument didfftl/e Demophooa buiUf 
With the cQUAJhis of bis MiftrefsfilPdi 
Hi was the Cau/e, and htrU tha Hand that kilfdm 
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HYPERMNESTRA to LINUS. 
By Mr. PT R IG Hr. 

The ARGUMENT. 

Danaus, King of Argot, taJ if /everal Wivts fifty 
Daughters^ bis Brother Egyptus as many Sons, Da- 
ti2iMSf refufing to Marry his Daughters to his Brother* s 
SonSf 'was at lafi compelled hy an Army. In Revenge^ 
he Commands his Daughters each to Murther her 
Hujhand on the Wedding Night : AU obeyed, hut Hy- 
permneflray <who ajfifted her Hujhand Linus to efcafe% 

for fwhich being after^wards impri/oned and put in Irons, 

Jhe ^writes this Epijile, 

TO ti»t dear Brother who alone furvir^s. 
Of Fifty, late, whofe Love betray'd their Lives, 
Writes ihe that failers in her Lord's Defence : 
Unhappy Wife, whofe Crime's her Innocence ( 
For faving him I love, I'm Guilty caiPd : 
Had I been truly fo, I'd been extoll'd» 
Let me be Guilty dill, fince this they fay 
Is Guilt, I glory thus to difobey. 
Torments nor Death ihall drjiw n^e to repent : 
Though againft me they ufe that Inllrument 
From which I fav'd a Hufband's dearer Life^ 
And with one Sword kill Unut 3od his Wife; 




Yet win ^ DcVr. r^^m fo^ hmg4i(nf^ , , ] 
Or blulb t>»vc. l9v'd ; Tbi9t l(t fny ^^^Sm 

Pm feiz'd with Tc^^f)r«,Iwbi!^I.^^t,rfi#|ftu an ^ .;> ui 
And (han.g^nef9)^aA^:^fcf| Q«M»4iS?lll4^U.;) I'ur. I 
The frijl^tluil^mpig^i^C^lMd^JfterMifto.Vli Jrf;; :jK 
Enervaftcs fQ.l^i^^49f!^JK'fts^A»Nf:4fHlW<l9> • !> li ^' . U 
Howc'ei?.nitiy,. Vfifb^Cemmtf^ g^f • . j : - ii /. 
About the Set of Njghl;, ?i>4iW*»p£flAyio . ..;... ^ 
The 5vicke4.5iftv^ were ill T4ompfct'W». l .{; c 
And I anaong '0i9i{iaib«:]^liftJMiSe(l4l:l I nxs wtl. 
The Marri9»P,i4«hiA fif S^Val JUwil8;Wllfar«r.nD 
And thr^«»iqgiO)gajJM fo^jft.u^.-tifr'fyjyl^^,.! ...a\V 
Hymen thejri^aH : ffjumif ^^egjed* Jtfr^lt 6<i«l( : . . H 
Nay 7w«o.tpofiroini%prQWn;ifr^^fika, , • . <^ \; 
Now coitite.i,hcfi^d^QQtms,ihi^wi|bAVM»;^OlA^ 
Spmcthing with us,. ^|nf]^:|py'|b^^ ^Wi«fii Ih&U|I<Vi 
Full of inop^|iR|i|it4?^fr,<:^Teloft;|^id,Wwr€Urv I ,c.>: 
They feize.^ ae^».iiH)|/e?ifg4bfre,»/(3r|fM i^au'^ 
Whatfollow'4, $h9«ef9ii^4m^.tOi0j|jM»fe9[:i i'/ 
But who fq Igivfiraa; ^ aM t^tt^*. :» .j . 
Now their tir'd $^«A)P ill^y to Sl«epi|^(M|iqMC> 1 , , , /, 
A Sleep i»3 4&iMvI>Ml)ttr. ^ J mrj^l^i^ W:')a f k!>iS 
'Twas thfl«bmHt^i«i|^iAwr) th«ftc<;iQAPiFt^id]rcl 
Ala*; ^wii^»9f9^hffi^Xh^p3^l^titit^^^ . 

Lay trembling, Q^^f^^m^^tl^^fUmmiinsi I i/" 
In that dei^ B^, >wbl;h you ||ad tiaAf m to«9» . C! 

Fearing to,rK(i»tabrylItjtf«5^1llbqjf u gax> i Mi ^i 
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l^itnefi. Tweet Heavens, how tender was the Strife^ 
l^twixt the Name of Daughter and ef Wife. 
i'hrice •e^ yoar Breath, which did fo lately join 
In fuch an EcftaQr of Lore to mine,^ 
I rait'd the pointed Sieei to'^ie^ce tliat Pat^;^ * 
But ah I th' Attempt lltook hearer to my Heart* 
My Sool divided thcH, theft- Words^ among 
A thoaiand Sighs, fell foftfy from my Tongue. 
Doft thoa noc heed a -Father's awfal Will f 
Doft thou not fear hit Pow'r ? On then, and kilh 
How can I kilfi-^hen 1 confidef who ? * 
Can I '^ink D^atk } - againfta Lovek* too ? 
What har my Sex with Blood and Arms to do ? 
Fye, thott art by Love to Shame betrayM ; 
Thy Siiler-Brides by this have all obey'd ; 
Witb' Shame their Courage and their Dnty fee i 
I^nd 4a Daughter^ yet a SiHer br* 
No, I wiU aewr llrike^: If one mufl die^ 
Linui (Ml^Kv^ and m'f DeatK^hls fuppty. 
What hai^ be.done, ot* I, ivhai greater 14) ? 
For him to die, -and Im^di worfe» to kill? 
Were he^as guilty as my Father woil'd 
Prefent him^ whf aittft^ I <lle^ tein^d with Blodd I 
^ Kbdiisfdi Mid Swords in witk Ay:Sex ag¥ed : 
< Soft Look!St^ imd^ Sighs of Love, onr Wed^ns bel 
As I hiAieiicisd chosr the Tears ajpsce - 
Dropt ifom aiy pitying Eyes^ on thy lov'd Face, 
hile you; witjl Icind iLnd Im'rous Drisaaui p6fl%iH 
hrew chr^^f yotttf'^loAr' Arib d%Nniiiy Br^al>, 
ere chinking to repeUU J)iy^IatiJy\ktiowtt»''' ,y ''• ^ 
StaM Hfcnd apon my Sword was almofi thrown* 

*Tw>^ 
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^was time to caU; no longer! fbrebore. 
.Dreading the Day's Approach, my Father more. 
Wake, Linus, wake, I cryM; O quickly wake. 
Or flecp for ever here ! Tk* Alarm you take, 
Surt op ; aik twenty Queftiobs in one Breath : 
To all I anfwer thns—^^ Delay is Death ; 
Fly vMU 'tis dark, and 'fcape eternal Night. 
While it was dark you made a happy Flight: 
I ftay 'd to meet the Terrors of the Light. 
With Day my Father comes, the Dead to view ; 
And finds the difmal Sum one fliort, by yoo. 
Enrag'd to fee his Treachery betray 'd, 
By his Command, I'm thas in Fetters laid. 
Is this Reward due to my Love from Fate? 
Ah, wretched Flame!- Paflion unfortanate! 

Since 2q fe^r'd under ycw^'s Rage, 
Nothing that Hvall'd Goddefs can aiTwage. 
Th' anhappy Miilrefs of the mighty yo*ue, 
Chang'd to a Cow, a Form onapt for Love, 
Views in her Father's Streams her Head's Arrays 
Sees her 0wn BofnS, tin d frighted, Harts away. 
When ihetf comj^a, flie lows $ and equal Feaea ^ 
From her new felf furprife her Eyes and Ears* 
In vain to lofe the frightful Shape Ihe tries^ 
For le follows ftitl, where Jo flies. 
In vain (he wanders over LsChds and Seas ; 
Can fhe find Care whoie -felf is the Difeafe ^ 
Sadly fevere the Change in her appear'd, 
Whofe Beauty Jove has loWd, and Junp fear'd : 
C^f^C^zni di^ Springs her Food and Drink fiipply t 
^ tier only Lodging's the nniheltring Sky* 
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What need I urge Antiquit/ ? q^yi Fate . 
Is a freih loftance of the Goddeis' Haf e^; 
A double flock of Tears by mc are fpUt, 
Both for my Brqth/ers Death^ andSiilerfiC^Qik* 
Yet, as if that iv«rci ibaUr- the/^ Ql^t^ii^ ar^vfi, ^ 
*Caufe I, alone, afi.guil^^ ^oft atfvf . ..1 , 
But, my dpvl^d^/if^v^Thpn^tyoii^h^V^, 
br of the Love, or of the Life I gave : , 
If any Memory yfixh yon t}oet laily 
Or of the,PleaAires, or the Qafigest psfi. 
Now, Linusj notv.^meHelp toheff^d. 
Who wants the I^iberty fkc gaW) her l^4« c >i 
If Life forfake me exc J yoa qa^ fire; >. ' v 
And Death, before my Zi^i, (et m^ fiiets 
Yet my unheppyEarih from hence- rtmove^ 
And give thofe Obieq;«ie^ are dffe^ IP Lpve. ^ 
Wlien Pm iwerr'd I kao^ femeTeais will fajL? 
Then let this littjk Epitaph b^:a]l; . < ' . . ': 

/f(fr/ lies a Lovi c^mflfot, f&«' AapU/s fVtfi^ 
Who catch' d the Death oMd at h$rM^afi>£ s Lifi^ 
Here I mufl red my Hand, fhp' m^ich MnaiftSi * 
'Tis gui^ di&bled with the Weight Of Cfaaiiift« 
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ARIADNE TO THESEUS. 

■ . 

The A R G U M E N T. 

Minus, King of Crete, by a Jharp War compeWd tit 
Athenians, (ijobo had treachtroujly Jlain his Son An- 
drogeob) to fend yearly fe*uen young Men^ and as 
many Virgins ^ to he de<vour*d hy the Minotaufe ; a 
Monfter^ hegotien hy a Bull upon his Wife Pafiphar, 
tvhile he tvas engaged in that War, The Chance at l^fi 
fell upon Thcteus to he fent among thofe Youths \ *wh^ 
hy the InftruBion of Ariadne efcaped out of the Laby- 
rinth^ after he had kilTd the Minotaure, andy toge- 
ther njoith her 9 fed to the 1/le of Naxos. But^ being 
commanded by Bacchus, he forfook her^ ivhile Jif 
Jlept, When Jhe a^wak^d^ and found her felf defertedt 
Jhe tjurites this Letter, 

THan ravage BeaHs more fierce, more to be feared ; 
£xpQs'd hy thee, by them I yet am f^ar*<d ! 
Thefe LntCB^oai that qah)ap|3r|r Shore i write. 
Where you forfook me im yoon hiMtk Fiight, . • 
And the wxA teiader Lo^er did 6eti!ay, 
While lock'd ia Sleep, and itt your Arms Ae lay» 
When Morniog Dew on all the Fields did faU, 
And Birds with early Songs fior Day did -call I ' 
Then ^ h«)f ^eping, itcetckM me towards y<>nr Vhtct^ 
And foiifht t^ipneAjprawitb-anew EtoiNrflicet 

Ha 
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Oft fought to prefs you clofe, bat ftill in vain ; 

My folding Arin$ came empty back again. 

Startled, I rofe, and found that yoa were gone. 

Then on my widow'd *Bed fell raging down : 

Beat the fond Bread, where, fpight of me, yoa dwells^ 

And tore that Hair, which yoa once lik'd fo well. 

By the Moon's Light I the wide Shore did view,. 

But all was Defart, and no Sight of you. 

Then every Way with Love's mad Hafte I fly, ^ 

But ill my Feet with my Defires comply ; 

Weary they fink in the (feep yielding Sands, 

Refuting to obey fuch wild Commands. 

To all the Shore of Thf/eus I complain. 

The Hills and Rocks fend back that Name again : 

Oft they repeat aloud the mournful Noife, 

And kindly aid a hoarie and dying Voice. 

Tho' faint, yet flill impatient, next I try 
To climb a rough ileep Mountain which was nigh : 
(My furious Love unufual Strength fupply'd :) 
From thence, calling my Eyes on every Side, 
Far off the flying Veflfel I efpy'd. 
In your fwell'd Sails the wanton Winds 3id play, 
(They court yoa fince they fee you falfe as they.) 
I faw,.or fkncy'd that I faw yoa there. 
And my chill Veins froze up with cold Defpair: 
Thus did I languifh, 'till returning Rage 
In new Extreams did my £r*d Soul engage. 
fhefeus^ I cry, perfidiooa Thtpnu flay 1 
(But yoo are deaf, deaf at the Winds, or Sea !) 
.Stay yoar falfe Flighty and let your Vefliel bear 
Ifrace the whole Number which flie landed here ! 


\ 
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In loud and doleful Shriektl tell the reft; 
Aod with frefli Fory ^voand my hated fireafl. 
Then all my fhining Ornamenu I tear. 
And with ilretch'd Arms wav« them in open Air» 
That yon might fee her whom yon could not hear. 

But when Oot of my Sight the Veftl flew. 
And the Horizon fliut me from the View^ 
From my fad Eyes, what Floods of Tears did fall t 
('Till then Rage woold not let me weep at all.) 
Still let them weep» for lofing Sight of yoa, 
'Tis the iVhole Bofinefs which they ought to do* 
Like Baccbu^ raving Prieils fometimes I go: 
With fuch wild Hade, with Hair difherePd fo^ 
Then on fome craggy Rock fit iilent down. 
As coldy unmov'd, and Asnfelefs as the Stone* 
To oar once happy Bed I often fly ; 
(No more the Pl^ce of mntoal Love and Joy.) 
Sec where my moch^Iov'd Thefim once was laid^ •. 
And kifi the Print which his dear body made* : . 

Here we both lay, 1 cry, fiitfe Bed reftore 
M/ Tbefius^ kind and £iithfal as before* ' 

I brought him here, here loft him while I ilept. 
How well, falfe Bedy you laive my Lover kept t • • ^ 

Alone and holpleft iai this defart Place> : ^ 

The Steps of Msfta or BMTI cannot trace \ : 
On every fide the foaming Bilfows beat,' 
Bnt no kind Ship does ofier a Retreat* 
And (hoold the Gods f(hid me (bme lucky Sail, 
Calm Seas, good Pilots, and a profp'rous Gale ; 
Yet then my Native Sdll { durft not fee. 

But a fad Exile muft for ever be* 

From 
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From all Cntt^t hundred Citia I fttn csr^ 
From that fam'd Ifle where lofimt ^^o^ utas luirft. 
Qrete I betray'd for you, ftBd» wlmt's sore dear, 
BetrayM tny Father* whpithfit CfO^n does wear^ 
Whea to yotti Hands-thf f^^CWwl g«/^> 
Which thr9' the winding l4»b'r^ A led yos fafe : 
Then how you lov'd« how eagerly esibrac'd ! 
How ph yon fwore, by M your IHngecs pafi. 
That with my Life yeur Love (hoftldever iaft i 
Ah, perjur'd Th^ttu^ I thy LoKre furvtwe^ 
If one forfakenand eirpbi'ddoes live. 
Had you flain me, %& you nxy Brother ilew^ 
You'd then abfolv'd your l^lf from eir^ry Vow; 
Now both XXV pi^fi^ Qrief deniet me Ref^t 
And all, ^at a wild Fancy can fuggeft 
Of dreadful Ills to co<tte, -dliirfea« kny Breaft. 
Before my Eyet a thoulkiidDeathd appeir^ . . 
I live, yet ifiiier !aU (the De^hf I lear. / • 
Sometimes I think tliat iioitt thriifaidp.go* 
And fcarce dafe trofl aly Sigjht; th^t 'Us: ndt lb« 
Imagine that fierce Wolv^ are hpivJing tbfcre^ 
And at ike> imagiK'd Noife Aiii^k u|» ^th fesir. 
Then tMokiwi)iataioiiftei»:lrom the Sea ikuy iife* 
Or fancy bloody^l^iorda) beftifs «i)r l^e<. ' 
But modi dreed.to4)e«:C4prtiivein9«cks ' 
And fee thefe Hswisin.ifbn«iWWf<M-lG6«ettplQjr'd> 

Unworthy my EytraAioti ffom a Line 
On one fide Royal* und. qo, bptli;Divine i 
Andy (which 4ny lA^natKHi; mare wOnld n:\ovef) 
Unworthy her whom The/ftf$, Qqcejdid iQVe. 
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If tow'rds the Sea I look, or towVdlf the Land, 
Objeds pf Horrojr fUU before me Hand. 
Nor dare I look tow'rdi Heav'n, or hope to £nd 
Aid from thoie Gods who cfaang'd my Tbe/kui* Mixul* 
If Beads alone wuhio this Liland ilay» 
Behold me left to thejo a helplefs Prey \ 
If Men dwell htrt, they muH be favagetoo; 
This SoiU this Heav'n made gentle Tbe/eus fo. 
Would AtbtHs never had my Brother flain. 
Nor for his paid fi) many Lives again. 
Wo.ttld thy firong Arm had never giv'n the Wound* 
Which ftrack the doobtful Moniler to the Ground ; 
Nor I had giv'n the guiding Thread to thee* 
Which* to my own Deftru^lion, iet thee free« 
Let the unknowing World thy Conqueil praiC;* 
It dof s not Ar'mdm*\ Wonder raife ; 
So hard a Heart, unann'd* might iafely fcof . 
The Strength, aod SharpncA of the MoAilei's IJoriki 
If FUnt or Steel could hcfecm-e of Wound * 
No room for P«ajr could in that Bread be found. 
Curft be the Sleep which feal'd thefe Eyes fu i^fl I 
Ciirft, that begun* it did not ever lad] , 

For ever curd be that oficious Windii 
W:hicb iiU'd thy Sails, and i^ my Ruin jpin'd ! , 
Curd Hand* which me, and which my Brother killed i 
(With what Misfortui|es our fad Hoofe 't hajs HU'd I) . 
And curd the Tongue* which with fofc Words betray *d^ 
And empty Vows, a poor believing Mai$i ! 
Sleep and the Winds againd me (lad combined . 
In vain* if perjur'd f'/^i/j had i^t joii^'d. 

Poor 
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VootJriiubuf thoQ moft perifli here* ^ 

Breathe oot thy Soal in ftnnge and hated Air, V 

Nor fee thy pitying Mother fhed one Tear : 3 

Want a kind Hand which thy fix*d Eyes may clofe. 
And thy ftiff Limbs may decently compose. 
Thy Carcafs to the Birds muft be a Prey. 
Tbos Tbefius all thy Kindneft does repay! 
Mean while to Athens yonr fwift Ship does run ; 
There tell the wondnog Crowd what yon have done s 
.How the mixt Prodigy yon did fabdoe ; 
The Beaft and Man, how with one Stroke you flew. 
Deferibe the Lab'rinth, and how, taught by me. 
You 'fcapM from all thofe perplexed Mazes free. 
Tell, in return, what gen'rous Things you've done : 
Such Gratitude will all yonr Triumphs crown I 
Sprung fore from Rocks, and not of human Race I 
Thy Cruelty docs thy great Line di%race. 
Yet cbuldft thou fee, as barbarous as thou art, 
Thefe difinal Looks, fore they would touch thy Heart. 
You cannot fee, you think you faw me now n 

Pix*d to fome Rock, as if I there did grow, > 

And trembling at the Waves which roll below. 3 

Look on my torn and my diforder'd Hairs, 
Look on my Robe wet through with Showers of Tears. 
With the cold Blafts fee my whole Body (hakes. 
And my numm'd Hand unequal Letters makes. 
I do not urge my hated Merit now, 
But yield, this once, that you do nothing owe. 
I neither fav'd your Life, nor fct you free : 
Yet therefore muft you force this Death on me ? 

Ah! 
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Ah ! foe this wonnded Bre^ft worn oot with Sighst 
And thefe faint Arms ftretch'd to the Seas and Skiei, 
See thefe few Hairs yet fpar'd by Grief and Rage » 
Some Pity let theie flowing Tears engage* 
Tom back, and, if Pm dead when yon return^ 
Yet lay my A(hes in their peaceful Urn, 
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HERMIONE TO ORESTES. 
■ By JOHN PULTNEr, Efq-, 

The ARGUMENT. 

Hermione, tb* ' Dauebur of Menelaus and Helena, 
fwas ly Tyndaras her Grandfather (to fwhom Mene- 
laas had committed the Go'vernment of his Houje 
nvheti he ijutnt to Troy) contraSed to Oreftes. Her 
Father Menelaus, not-kmwing thereof had betrothed 
her to Pyrrhus, the Som a^ Achilles, who returning 
from the Trojan Wars^ -ftok her away. Whereupom 
Jhe ^writes to Orelles as follows. 

THIS, dear Orefles^ this, with Health to you. 
From her that was your Wife and Couiin too^ 
Your Coulin Hill, but oh ! that dearer Name 
Of Wife, another now does falfely claim; 
What Woman can, I have already done. 
Yet I'm confin'd by rough Achilles^ Son. 
With much of Pain, and all the Art I knew, 
I drove to fliun him» yet all would not do. 
^andplFi faid I, ^foul Ravifher take heed, 
My injur'd Huiband will revenge this Deed; 
Yet he, more deaf than angry Tempefts are. 
To his loath'd Chamber dragg'd me by the Hair. 

Had 
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Had TroyWX floods hlad every Gr$tian IXime 
Become a Prey totk^ kavgiyty VH&ot^^ Flame, 
What cottld I more have foitr^l tkaa I do I 
Far more than poor JmdriHtaehi n*dt knei¥* 
But oh, my Dear 1 if, as' I have for thee, 
Thoa had a tender Care^ or Thought for me» 
Ciome taively on, and as robb'dTygers bold,* 
Snatch meJiairmtirtherM from the Monfter^v hold. 
Can yoa purfoeeach pertytRobker*t LWe ? 
And yet thus tamely Me a raviHi^d Wife f 
Thinkhow my Faxher Mtfielau J nf^'d 
For his loilQoeefi, think what a War he wag*d, 
When powVful Grehif was fit hisCacrfevfigag*^^' 
Had he fat qoietly, and nothing try'd, 
As once (he was, Oii'd 1HI] been PanY tiridt. 
Prepare no FlJtet, yon wiW no Force* n!eed, * ' 
By yon, and on^y yoo) I wbM he frc^» <: 
Not but wrong'd Marriage w-a Caule^alone ' ' 
Sufficient for th* engaging World t^ownv • 
Sprung from the Royj4 PeUfean Line, 
Yoa are no lefs by l^ood thai! Mslfriage miBe; 
Thefe double Ties » doabM Love ^perfuadey '• ' 
And eaehfefficieiitlo'^reti^ yonr'A^# • "♦ * , 
I to> yoor Ai'ffi» was by nay <Suai;£a#giiF^n^ 
The only Blifs I would hare begg'dfroib Hoav'A« 
But that nnknowiu (O my onhappy Piite^} 
My Father^gdvei me to^ the M^I hawet 
Juft were thofe Ikfeit Vbws tej^vti'mske^ 
But this lad A^-^kas^ M ihcfyV&iift betray^* 
Too well he imewi wkM: 'l$s to'be tnlovv^ ^ 
How can he then B^-Riffioii AbpfHtrnf- . 

Since 
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Since Love himfelf has felt, lie will, nay mnftt 

Allow this Paflton in his Daughter juft. 

My Fate refemblei my Wrong'd Father's Cafe, 

And Pyrrhus is that Thief chat Paris was. 

Let oiy proad Goaler the brave Deeds ran o'er. 

Count all the Laurels his great Parents wore. 

What e'er his cou'dy yours greater did, and more. 

Let him claim Kindred with fome God .above. 

You are defcended from the mighty Jroe» 

Brave as you are, I wiih 'twere underftood 

By Ibmething elfe, than by JEpfthu$* Blood ; 

Yet you' are Innocent, Fate drew the Sword, 

And a religious Duty gave the Word. 

With this the Tyrant does my Lord disgrace. 

And what's Hill worfe, dares do it to my Fac6 : 

Whilft burftwith Envy, I am forc'd to be 

Rackt, and tormented with bis Blaiphemy. 

Shall my Ortflts be abus'd, and I 

As one that's unconcern'd fit carelefs by ? 

No, though difabled, and of Arms bereft. 

Yet as a Woman I have one way left. 

Tears I can (bed^ fuch as will yield Relief 

To my fick Mind, choak'd with excefs of Grief f 

For when the big^cbarg'd Storm hath lofl iu Pow'r, 

It figbs it felf into a filent $how'r« 

This I can do, whilft by each otiher preft. 

The dewy Pearls run trickling ofer.my Briealt. . 

But how ihoii'd I this fatal. Woe efcape / 

All bur whole Race was fubje^ to. a Rape : 

I need not tell, bpw, in foft i^eatbers dreft. 

The wanton God his fofter Nymph ppfleft \ 

How^ 
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How thro' the Deep in anknown Ships conyey'd 

Hippodame was from her Fjiends betray'd ; 

How the fair Tyndaris^ by Force detain'dt 

By th' Awyclaan Brethren waa regain'd» 

How afterwards by all the Grecian Pow'r 

She was brought back from the Id^tan Shore* 

I fcarce remember that fad Day, and yet^ 

Young as I was, I do remember it* 

Her Brothers wept, her Sider^ to remove 

Her Fears, call'd on the Gods, and her own Jrut^ 

Mother y faid I, in a weak moarnful Tone» 

Will you he gone^ and haiie mi here alone f 

When you are gone i n^jhy Jhou* d I Jtay behind f 

Ail this I fpoke, but fpoke it to the Wind. 

Now like the reft of my curft Pedigree, 

By this loath'd Wretch I am detained from thee. 

The brave Achilles woa*d have blam'd his Son, 

Nor, had he liv'd, wouM this have e*er been done. 

He ne'er had thought it lawful to divide 

Thofe two, whom Marriage had fo firmly ty'd. 

What is't, ye Gods, that thus provokes your Hate^ 

Or what curs'd Star rales my unhappy Fate \ 

Why am I plagu'd by your injurious Pow'r, 

Robb'd of my Parents in a tender Hour I 

He to the War, fhe with her Lover fled, 

Thongh living both, yet both to me were dead.. 

No babbling Words, half fram'd upon my Tongue, 

LuU'd me to foft Repofe when I was young. 

Year tender Neck was ne'er embrac'd by me^ 

Nor &t I ever finiling on your Knee \ 

D Yo« 
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You never tended me, nor was I led 

By thee (deatr Mother) to my Marriage-Bed. 

At your Return, I faw, but knew you not; 

So Aire my Mot!rcr*s Face I had forgot. 

I gaz'd, and gaz'd, but knew no Feature there. 

Yet thought 'twas you, ^caufe fo divinely Fair. 

Such was our Ignorance, even you, alas 1. 

Aik'd your own Daughter, where your Daughter war. 

Thou, my Orejlei^ wcrt my fole Delight, 

Yet thee too I muft Jofev onlefs you fight. 

Fyrrhus withholds me from thy Arms, that's all 

Hcrmione has gain'd by IIiMm*s Fall. 

Soon as the early Harbinger of Day 
Gilds the glad Orb with his refplendent Ray ; 
My Grief's made gdntler by th' approaching Light^ 
And fome Pain feenn to vanifli with the Night ; 
And when a Ehirknefs o'er the Earth is fpread. 
And I retttrn all penfive to my Bed, 
Tears from my Eyes, as Streams from Fountains flow, 
I ihun this Hufband, as I fhun a Foe. 
Oft grown unmindful through diflradlive Cares, 
I've Iketch'd my Arms, and touch'd him unawares; 
Strait then I check the wand'ring Senfe, and fly 
To the Bed's utmoll Limits, yet I lie 
Reillefs even there, and think I'm flill too nigh. 
Oft I for Pyrrhus have Oreftes faid. 
But bleit the Error which my Tongue had made. 
Now by that Royal God, whofe Frown can make 
The Vaffal Globe of his Creation ihake, 
Th* Almighty Sii« of our unhappy Race, 
And by the facred Urn thtt (loe» embrace 

Thy 
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Thy Father's Dud, whofe once lond Blood may boaft 
Tkou in Repofe haft laid his fleeping Ghoft^ 
ril either live my dear Onftts^ Wife^ 
Or to untimely Fate refigo my Life* 
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LEANDER to HERO. 
By Mr. r J T E. 

The ARGUMENT- 

Leandery accuftotiCd mghtly tojhxnm e*uer the Helleipont 
fo ^ijtt HcfO (Prieftefs of Venus' Temple) being at 
laft hindered by Storms from his tvonted Courfe, fends 
her the following Epifle* 

REceive this Letter from Leander^ fraught 
With Service which he rather would have brought* 
Read with a Smile>—- and yet, if thou would'fl crown 
My wifer Wifhes, read them with a Frown : 
That Anger from thy Kindnefs will proceed, 
'Caufe oiLeander thou canft only read. 
The Seas rage high, and fcarce could we prevaU 
With the moft daring Mariner to fail. 
Embark'd at lad, and fkulking in the Hold, 
My Stealth is to my jealous Parents told, 
As much too tim'rous they, as I too bold. 
I writt ii nee Writing was my fole Relief, 
And o'er the dewy Sheets thus breath'd my Grief. 
Bled Letter, go, my tend'reft Thoughts convey. 
To her warm Lip thy Signets fhe will lay. 
And with a Kifs diflblv^ thy Seals away. 

Sev»« 
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''Sev'n tedious Nights goiltlefs of Sleep Fve ftood ; 
SigH'd with the Winds^ and mttimar'd with the Flood; 
Then climbing th' otmoft Cli£i her Coaft to viewy 
My Tears, likeGlaiTesy th' Obje£l nearer drew : 
By th' adverie Winds and Waves detained on Shore^ 
My Thoughts ran all oor former Pleafares o'er. 
And in foft Scenes of Fancy re-enjoy 
TheBlifs that did oar Infant Loves employ. 
'Twas Night (a Curfe on the impertinent Light 
That pryM and marr'd the Pleafares of that Night) 
When firil I fwam the Ford ; while Cynthie^% Beams 
Looked pale» and trembled for me in the Streams. 
My drooping Arms, in hopes they (hall at length 
Embrace thy Neck» feel frefli Supplies of Strength, 
The wond'ring Waves to their new Fury yield. 
Not Tritons fafter plow the liquid Field. 

Soon on the Temple's Spire your Torch I i^fdi^ 
Fix'd like a Star my wat'ry Coarfe to goide ; 
Which, Planet-like, fhootsVigour through my Veins; 
The Warmth of my Immortal Love fuftains. 
In the cold Flood, Life's perifliing Remains. 

But now the gentleft Star that bleft my Way, 
Your bright felf on the Turret I furvey. 
Then with redoubled Strokes the Waves divide. 
And by my Hero am at laft defcry'd : 
Scarce could your careful Confident reftrain. 
But you would plunge, and meet me in the Main ; 
And made fo far your kind Endeavours good, ^ 

That Ankle-deep on the Ford's Brink you flood, C 
And feem'd the new-ris'n Venui of the Flood. 3 
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The Shore now gain'd, to your dear Arras I 

All dropping as I viras with briny Dew; 

Nor prov'd for that a more unwefeome Goell; 

Your warm Lip to my bloodlefs Cheek yon prtft. 

Nor felt my Locks diililKng on your Bread. 

Your hafly Robes are o'er my Shoulders threwm 

To (hroad my ihiv'ring Limbs, ydu ilript your own"; 

Forgetting how your too officious Care 

Left thee (my tend'reft Part) cxposM to Air | 

The Night and we are confcions to the reft i 

Delights that ought not, cannot be expreft ; 

We knew ihort Space was to our Pleafures fcti 

And therefore lov'd not at the common rate; 

But th' ntmofl Fury of our Flames employ'd^ 

The Minutes flew Ie(s faft than we cnJoy*d. 

With fuch difpatch that Nigh\:*8 dear Joys we WfOtigbt| 

To recoiled would make an Ageof Thooghe. 

Ac length the iickning Stars began t* expire. 

And I with them am fummonM to retire, 

Cionfus'dly then we our Love-Taflc difpatcht, 

Ten thoufand Kifles ia a Minute fnatcht. 

Your Woman chid that I fo long delay*d, 

You preft me clofe, then aik'd me why I ilaid. 

My Stay you firft reprov*d, and then my Hade, 

Nor cry'd Farewell, *till you had clafp'd me faft. 

Day broke ere we our Am'rous Strife could end; 

Then fighing I to the cold BeecJif defcend. 

Truft me, the Seas from your dear Coafts feem ftcep^ 

And all the Way methinks I climb the Deep. 

But when rcvifiting your Shores, I feem 

Defcending dill, and rather fall than fwim. 

I 
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I loath my Native Soil» and only prize 

That Region where my Lpve's dear TreaTare lies* 

Why is not Sefies to Abydus joia'd f 

Since we united are in Heart and Miqd* 

The fame our Hopes, our Fears» and our Qefire ff 

Love is oar Life, and one Love both infpiret. 

But ah! what Mis'ries on that Love attend, 

Whoie Joys on horn'rous Seas and Winds d^P^O^ ' 

I by their Quarrel lofc, fbrc'd to delay 

My leader Vifit, 'till they end the Fray^ 

When firil I croft the Culph, the Dalfiins gazM, 
The Sea Nymphs fled, the Tritem were aiaaft'4« 
But no^ no more I feem a. Prodigy, 
But pafs for an Inhabitant p' th' Sea. 
And fince my PaiTage is by Storms withftood, 
I'm nightly mif^'d by th' Brothers of the Flood< 
Oft have I cnril the tedioos Way* bu^ oh ! 
I ifviik in vain that tedious PaflTage now* 
Yield me again, kind:Flood5f my tirefomeWay* 
'Twas never half fe tirefome as my Stay. 
Mufl then my Haleyoo Love all Winter fieep* 
And ne'er launch forth into a troubled Deep ? 
Mad I defift my Homage to ^tiotrnt 
And fcnlk at home for tv^ry peevifh Storm ? 
If thus the Summer Gufls detain my Courfe, 
How fhall I through the WJn^er Surges force? 
Abfence ev'n then I (hall not long fuftain. 
Bat boldly plunge into the raging Main ; 
And if the fwelling Floods not foon aiTwage, 
ril make my Boafling good, and dare their Rage. 

D 4 . My 
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My vent*rous 'Scape fhall in yoor Arms be bleft, ^ 
Or if rm loft, my anxious Love find Reft. 
The Waves at leaft will do my Corps the grace 
To waft it to my wonted landing Place: 
Or if its own accord the am'roas Clay 
Will thither float, nor lo(e fo known a Way ! 
I guefs yoor Kindnefs will cv'n then perform 
To the cold Trunk, what you were wont when warm; 
^Your felf difmantling, you will Ihroud me o'er, ^ 

And grieve to find your Bofom's Warmth no more L 
Hive Pow'r, mj vital Spirits to reftore. 3 

If this fad Fancy di(compofe thy Breaft, 
Think 'twas but Fancy, and refume thy Reft. 
Invoke the wat'ry Pow'rs, (thy Pray'rs are Charm?) 
T' aiTwage the Storm, and yield me to thy Arms. 
But when to your dear Maniion I arrive, 
Loofe ev'/y Wind, and let theTempeft drive, 
'Twill give my Stay Pretence, nor can you chi4t 
Whilft Thunder pleads fb loudly on my fide. 
^Till then permit this Letter to fupply 
The Author's Place, and in thyBofom lie. 
Lodg'd in thy Breaft, my Paffion 'twill impait. 
And whifper its foft Meftage to thy Heart. 
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By the fame Rand. 

WITH fuch Delight I read your Letter o'er, 
Yonr Prefence only could have giv'n me more. 
Excafe my Paflion, if it foar above 
Year Thought; no Man can judge of Woman's Love. 
With Bufinefs you, or Pleafures, may fuftain 
The Pangs of Abfence, and divert the Pain. 
The Hills, the Vales, the Woods, and Streams arc ftor'd 
With Game, and Profit with Delight afford. 
Whilft Gins for Bealls, and Snares for Fowls you fet. 
You finile, and your own am'rous Chains forget. 
Ten thoufand Helps befides affedt your Cure, 
Whilft Woman's folc Relief is to endure. 
Or with my Confident 1 hold Difcourfe : 
Debating what ihoald interrupt your Courfe : 
Or viewing from aloft the troubled Tide, 
Mix in the Fray, and with the Temped chide. 
Or in the Storm's leaft Interval fufpeft 
Your Stay, and almoft charge you with Negle£k. 
I feek your Footfteps on the Sands in vain, 
The Sands no more confefs thee than the Main. 
I watch th* arriving Barks, and never fail 
T' inquire of you, and write by ev'ry Sail. 

D 5 Still 
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Still as the iectiog Sun reftores the Nighr, 
(The Night to me more welcpme ihftn the Ught^ 
1 fix my flaming Torch to guide my Love, 
Nor (hines there apy friendlier Star above. 
Then with my Work or Book the Time I cheat. 
And 'midft the Ta(k Z^aW/r's Name repeat. 
My wedded Thonghtt no otMr Theme parfae, 
I talk a hundred things — but all of yoa. 
What think'il thou, Narfe, does my Leander come? 
Or waits he 'till his Parents flecp at home ? 
For he is forc'd to ileal his Paffage there. 
As nightly we by Stealth admit him here. 
Think'fl thou that now he ftrips him in the Bay, 
Or is already plung'd, and on his Way ? 
Whilil ftie, poor Soul, with tedious Watching fpent. 
Makes half Replies, and Nodding gives Aflcnt. 
Yet cannot I the fmalleft Paufe allow. 
But cry, He is launched forth for certain now. 
Then ev'ry Moment thro* the Window peep i 
With greedy Ryes examine all the Deep j 
And whifper to the Floods a tender Pray'r 
Jn your behalf, as if I fpy*d yoa there. 
Or to beguile my Griefs my Ear incline. 
And tak^ each gentle Breeze's Voice for thint : 
At laft, furpriz'd with Sleep, in Dreams I gain 
That Blifs for which I wak*d fo long in vain. 
To ihroud you then my Shoulders I diveft, «« 

And clafj) you fhiv'ring to my warmer Breafl ; C 

A Lover need not be informed the rieft. J 

Thefe Pleafures oft my (lumb'ring Thoughts employ, 
But ftill they're Dreajns, and yield no iblid Joy. 

Tho» 
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Tho' ne'er ib lively the FraicioB be. 

To fill my Blifs I nmft have very thee. 

^t prefent, I confefs, the Seas are roogh. 

But were laft Night compos'd, and calm enoagk } 

AVhy did yoa then my longing Hopes delay ? 

Why difappoint me with a total Stay f 

Is it your Fear that makes my Wiflies vain ? 

When rougher, you have ofc tngig*d the Main; 

If it be Fear, that friendly Pear retain. 

Nor vifit me ^till you (ccurcly may ; 

Your Danger would afllid me more than Stay. 

Dread evVy Guft that blows, but oh! my Mind 

Mifgives, left you prove various as that Wind. 

If e'er you change, your Error fecret keep, 

And in bleft Ignorance permit me fleep. 

Not that I am inform'd y' are chang'd at all. 

But abfent Lovers fear whatever may falK 

Deuin'd by th' Floods, your Stay I will not blame | 

But lefs I dread the Floods than (bme new Flame. 

Be huiht ye Winds, ye raging Billows fleep, 

And yield my Love fafe FaiTage thro' the Deep^ 

Bleft Sign, the Taper fparkles whilil I pray, 

A Gueft i* th' Flame ! Leamierh on his Way ! 

Our Houihold Altar yields propitious Signs, 

From which my Nurfe your fwift Approach divines : ' 

The Crickets too of your Arrival warn. 

And fay our Number fhall increafe ere Morn* 

Come, gentle Youth, and with thy Prefence make 

The glad Conjednre true ; the Day will break. 

And 
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And marr oar Blifs ; prevent the haft'ning Morn ; 

To oie and Love's forfaken Joys return. 

My Bed without thee will afibrd no Reil, 

There is no Pillow like Lteadef^i Breaft. 

Doft thoa fufped the Time will be too ihort ? 

Or want'H thou Strength th' Adventure to fopport i 

If this detain thee. Oh! no longer ftay, 

I'll plunge and meet thee in the Flood half way. 

Thus in the verdant Waves our Flames ihall mttx^ 

And Danger make the foft Embrace more, fweet. 

Our Love's onr own, which yet we take by Stealth, 

Like Midnight Mifers from their hidden Wealth* 

Twixt Decency and Love unhappy made, 

Whilft Fame forbids what our Defires perfuade. 

How are thou nightly fnatch'd from me away. 

To dare the Flood, when Sailors keep the Bay \ 

Yet be advis'd^ thou Conqa'ror of the Tide, 

Nor in thy youthful Strength fo much confide. 

Think not thine Arms can more than Oars prevail ; 

Nor dare to fwim, when Pilots fear to fail. 

With much Regret I cautioufly perfuade, 

And almoft wifh my Counfel difobey'd. 

Ye when to the rough Main my Eyes I turn, 

Methinks I never can enough forewarn : 

Nor does my laft Night's Vifion lefs afiright, 

(Tho' expiated with many a facred Rite,) 

A fporting Dolpbiuf whilll the Flood retiPd, 

Lay hid i' th' Opxet and on the Beach expk'd« 

Whate'er the Dream portend, as yet refide 

In the fafe Port, nor trull th' inconftant Tide. 

The 
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The Storm (too fierce at lafl) will (bon decay. 
Then with redoobled Speed redeem yoar Stay, 
^Till then thefe Sheets fome Pleafore may impart ; 
They bring what mod you piize, yonr Hfro*s Heart, 
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LAODAMIA TO PROTESILAUS. 
By r-HO. FLArUAN, Efq; 

The ARGUMENT. 

Protfiilaas, lying Wind- hound at Aalis, in the Grecian 
Flat, defign'dfor thi Trojan fFar, his Wife Lao- 
damia^Wj this following Epijlle to Him. 

HEalth to the gentle Man of War, and may 
What Laodamia fends, the Gods convey. 
The Wind that ftill in Julis holds my Dear, 
Why was it not fo crofs to keep him here f 
Let the Wind raife an Hurricane at Sea, 
Were he but fafe and warm afhore with me. 
Ten thoufand Ki^es I had more to give him. 
Ten thoufand Cautions, and foft Words to leave him ; 
In Hade he left me, fummon'd by the Wind 
(The Wind to barbarous Mariners only kind.) 
The Seaman's Pieafure is the Lover's Pain, 
{Pro/efilaus is from my Bofom ta'en !) 
As from my faultring Tongue half Speeches fellj^ 
(Scarce could I fpeak that wounding Word, Farewell,) 
A merry Gale (at Sea they call it fo) 
Fill'd ev'ry Sail with Joy, my Breafl with Wo ; 
There, went my dear FrotefiUa n ■ 

Whik 
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While I coald fee thee, foil of eager Pain, 
My greedy Eyei epicoriz'd on thine, 
When thee no more, but thy Tpread Sails I riew, 
I look'd, and look'd, 'till I had loft them tooi 
Bnt when nor thee, nor the« 1 conld deiery. 
And all was Sea that came within my Eye, 
They fay, (for I hare qnite forgot) they fay 
I ftrait grew pale, and fainted quite away ; 
Compaffionate IpbicluSi and the good eld Man» 
My Mother too, to my Affiftanee ran ; 
In hade, cold Water on my Face they threw ; 
And brought me to my felf with much ado ; 
They meant it well, to me it (eem'd not fe# 
Much kinder had they been to let me go; 
My An^ifli with my Soul together came. 
And in my Heart bnrft out the former Flame : 
Since which, my uncomb'd Locks unheeded flow» 
Undrefl, forlorn, I care not how I go ; 
Infpir'd with Wine, thus Bacchus* frolic Rout 
Stagger'd of old, and ftraggled all about. 
Put on. Put on, the happy Ladies fay, 
The Royal Robes, fair Laodamia, 
^las ! before TV^'s Walls my Dear does lie. 
What Pleafure can I take in Tynan Die ? 
Shall Curls adorn my Head, an Helmet thine f 
I in bright TiiTues, thou in Armour iliine ? 
Rather with lludied Negligence Pll be 
As ill, if not difguifed worfe than thee. 

O Parts ! rais'd by Ruins ! may'fl thou prove 
As fat^ ia thy Wati as in thy Lore \ 
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O that the Gnciam Dame had been lefs fair. 
Or thou lefs lovely hadft appear'd to her ! 

Menelausf timely ceafe to (trive; 
With how moch Blood wilt thoa thy Lofs retrieve ? 
From me, ye Gods, avert yoar heavy doom. 
And bring my Dear, laden with Laurels home. 
Bat my Heart fails me, when I think of War ; 
The fad Reflexions coft me many a Tear: 

1 tremble when I hear the very Name 
Of evVy Place where thou (halt fight for Fame* 
Befides th' adventurous Ravijher well knew 
The fafeft Arts his Villany to purfue ; 
In noble Dreis he did her Heart furprize. 
With Gold he dazzled her unguarded Eyes, 
He back'd his Rape with Ships and armed Men, 
Thus ilorm'd, thus took the beauteous Fortrefs in. 
Againft the Power of Love, and Force of Arms» I 
There's no Security in the brighteft Charms. 

He£ior I fear, much do I Hedor fear, 
A Man (they fay) expcrienc'd in War. i 

My Dear, if thou haft any Love for me. 
Of that fame He£ior pr'ythee mindful be. 
Fly him be fure, and every other Foe, 
Left each of them fhould prove an HeSor too. 
Remember, when for Fight thou flialt prepare. 
Thy Laodamia charg*d thee, have a care. 
For what Wounds thou rcceiv'ft, are giv'n to her. 
If by thy Valour Trey muft ruin'd be, 
May not the Ruin leave one Scar on thee; 
Sharer in th' Honour, from the Danger free ! 

Let 
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Let MeneUus fight, and force his Wajr 
Through the falfe Ravtper^% Troops to his Heknm* 
Great by his Vi6l'ry» as his Caufe is good. 
May he fwixn to her in hts Enemies Blood, 

Thy Cafe is different May'ft thon live to fee 

(Deareft) no other Combatant bot me I 

Ye gen'rous Trojans^ turn your Swords away 
From his dear Bread, find oat a nobler Prey : 
Why fhoald you harmlefs Laodamia flay ? 
My poor good-naturM Man did never know 
What 'tis to fight, or how to face a Foes 
Yet in Love's Field what Wonders can he do i 
Great is his Prowefs, and his Fortune tooi 
Let them go fight, who know not how to woo. 

Now I mufl own, I fear*d to let thee go : 
My trembling Lips had almoft told thee (o^ 
When from thy Father's Houfe thoa-didft withdraw. 
Thy fatal Stumble at the Door I faw, 
I faw it, figh'd, and pray'd the Sign might be 
Of thy Return a happy Prophecy ! 
I cannot but acquaint thee with my Fear, 
Be not too brave, — — Remember, Have a care. 
And all my Dreads will vanifh into Air. 

Among the Grecians fome one mufl be found 
That firfl fhall fet his Foot oii Triyan Ground ; 
Unhappy (he that fhall his Lofs bewail. 
Grant, O ye Gods, thy Courage then may fail. 
Of all the Ships, be thine the vtry lafl. 
Thou the lad Man that lands; there needs no halle 
To meet a potent and a treacherous Foe ; 
Thou'lt land, I fear, too foon, tho' ne'er fo flow* 

A« 
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At thy Retarn ply cvVy Sail and Oar» 
And aimlily leap on thy deferted Shoar. 

All the Day long, and all the lonely Night, 
Black Thoughts of thee my anxious Soul affi-ight : . 
l^arknefs, to other Womens Pleasures kind, 
Augments, like Hell, the Torments of my Mind; 
I court e'en Dreams, on ny forfaken Bed, 
Falfe Joys moll {tr^e^ fince all my true are fied. 
What's that fame airy Fk^mtmn io like thee? 
What Wailings do 1 hear, what Paleaefs fee? 
I wake, and hog my feif, 'tis but a Dream*-*'**** 
The Grecian Akars know I feed their Flame. 
The want of hallowM Wine my Tears fopply, 
Which make the facred Fire burn bright and high. 
Whenfhalllclafptheein thefe-Armsofmiae, « 
Thefe longing Arms, and lie diiblv'd ia thtnel 
When ihall I have thee by thy hif alone. 
To learn the wond'rous Anions tkoa haft doae I 
Which when in lapthri^o^ Words tk^u kaft begun^ 
With many and many ^ Kifs, pr^ychee teil oo| 
Siich Interruptions grf^eful Paulbs are, 
A Kifs in. Story's bat an Halt in War. 

Bat when I think of T'rvf , of Winds and W^ves^ 
I fear the pleafant Dream my Hope deceives : 
Contrary Winds in Fpri detain thee too. 
In fpite of Wind and T^de why woaldfl thou go \ 
Thus to thy Country thou wouldft hardly come. 
In fpite of Wind and Tide thou went'ft from home. 
To his own City Neptune Hops the Way, 
Revere the Omett^ and the Gods obey. 

Retarn, 
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Return, ye firricHis Greciantt homeward fly ; 
Yonr Stay is not of Chance, bat Deftiiiy t 
How can your Armt expo£l dtAr*d Sacceft, 
That thus contend for an Adulterefif 
But, let not me forefpeak you, no, — - fet Sail, 
And Heav'n befriend you with a profp'rons Gal« ! 
. Ye Trojans ! with Regret metbinks I itt 
Your firH Encounter with your Enemy \ 
I fee fair Helen put on all her Charms, 
To buckle on her lufty Bridegroom's Arms \ 
She giv^es him Arms, and KifTes ihe receives* 
(I hate the Tranfports each to other gives.) 
She leads him forth, and ihe commands him comi 
Safely vidorfous, and triumphant home \ 
And he (no doubt) will make no nice delay^ 
But diligently do whatever ihe fay. 
Now he returns ! *- fee with what amorous Speed 
She takes the pond'rous HrimiC from his Head« 
And courts the weary Champion to her Bed. 

We Wbmen, too toe credulous y alas ! 

Think lobat woe fear 'will/urely come to pafs* 
Yet, while before the Leaguer thou doft lye. 
Thy Figure is fome Pleafure to my Eye ; 
That I carefs in Words moil kind and free. 
And lodge it on my Breail, as I would thee ; 
There muil be fomething in it more than Art, 
'Twere very ihee, could it thy Mind impart; 
I kifs the pretty Idol, and complain. 
As if (like thee) 'twould anfwer me again. 
By thy Return, by thy dear Self, I fwear. 
By ottf Loves Vows, which moil Religious are. 

By 
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By thy beloved Head, and thofe gray Hairs 
Which Time may on it fnow, in fatnre Years, 
I come, where-e'er thy Fate fliall bid thee go. 
Eternal Partner of thy Weal and Woe, 
So thou but live, tho' all the Gods fay No. 

Farewell, ——but pr'ythee very careful be 
Of thy beloved Self (I mean)^ of me. 
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OE N O N E TO PARIS. 
By Mr. JOHN COOPER. 

The ARGUMENT. 

Hecuba, Sang tvitb CbiU of Paris, dreanCdJht ivas 4V* 
li'Vir^d of a Firebrmnd: Priam, confulting the Prophetic 
ivas anfiuer^d^ tht Child Jhould he the Cav/e of the Z)<- 
Jlru^HonofVtoyi vaherefore Priam commandid it Jhould 
he deli'vered to nvild Beafts at foon as horn, hut Hecuba 
conveys it fecretly to Mount Ida, there to he fofter^d hy 
the Shepherds, nvhere he falls in Love ivith the Nymph 
Q^none, hut at length heing kno^wn and ovoiid, he fails 
into Greece, and carries Helen to Troy, nuhich CEnon^ 
hearing, ^writes him this Epifile* 

REad this, (if your new Bride will fufFer) read; 
And no Upbraiding from Myeena dread. 
Only OEnone here does of her Swain 
(If he will let her call him hers) complain. 
What God has robb'd me of your Love and you ? 
Or from what Crime of mine proceeds my Woe f 
Misfortunes, when deferv'd, we may endure. 
But when unjuftly borne, can find no Cure. 

The' now a Prince, not yet ib great you was. 
When a famM Nymph, I lloopM to your Embrace s 
A Slave.you was (forgive what I have faid) 
Slave as you was^ I took you to my Bed* ^ 

Often,. 
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Often, amidft your Flocks, beneath fome Shade^ 
On Leaves and Flow'rs we anVoafly weir laid. 
As oft, upon the Straw, our Joys we prov'd 
In fome low Shed front Winter Storms i^roov'd. 
When you rofe up to hunt, I fliew'd yon Game, 
Surprised the Infant Savage and his Dam : 
Companion of your Sports, the Toils did place. 
And chear*d the fwift-pac*d Hounds upon the Chace! 
Upon the Trees your Sickle carv'd my Name, 
And ev^ry Beech is confcious of yotir Flame* 
Well I remember that tall Poplar Tree, 
(Its Trunk is fill'd, and with Records of me.) 
Which, may it live! on the Brook's Margin fee. 
Has on its knotty Bark thefe Verfes writ r 
When Paris U'ves not to (Enone /rvf. 
Back Xanthus' Streams fiall to tbetr Fountain flo'w. 

« 

Turn I turn ye Streams! and Xanthus backwards go : 
The faithlefs Paris has forgot his Vow. 

Calm was oar Love, bled with delightful Eafe, 
'Till a black Storm o'ercaft my former Peace, 
When the three Heavenly Beauties bled thine £ye^ 
Defign'd thee Umpire to beftow the Prize. 
As from your Mouth the fatal Story came, 
A fwift aJld Trembling fhot thro' all my Frame. 
To ancient Sages my juft Doubts I bear. 
And all conclude fome dreadful Mrfchief hear* 

Now the tall Pines into ftrobg Barks you fliape. 
Which fweep the Surface of the yielding Deep. 
From your fwoln Eyes the Tears at Parting crept^ 
Deny it noti nor be afliam'd you wepF: 

(Your 
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(Yoar Love was then no Injury to your Fame, 
Yon daily burn in a more fliamefai Flame.) 
You wept, and on my Eye$ yoo gazing doodp 
Whofe falling Tears incrcasM the briny Flood* 
About my Neck yonr wreathing Arms you flung^ 
Clofer than Vines to their lov'd Elms you •clung : 
When for your Stay you did the Tempefts blame» 
How oft they laoghM wlio knew the Ocean calm ; 
*Midil thoafand XiiTes, when you bid Farewell, 
Scarce could your Tongue the fatal Meffage tell. 
You are embarked : Againft your Galley's Side 
Thy plying Oars beat up the foaming Tide : 
'Till hurry'd from my Sight, your Ships I view. 
Then my fait Tears the parched Sands bedew« 
Soon, ye Sea Gods, again foon may he oome» 
(I fondly pray'd) but to my Ruin foon. 
The Gods my Wiihes do fuccefs^ful make. 
But all, alas! for that corft Str ompct's fake: 
My Pray'rsiato another's Arms have brought yon back« 
A vaft high Rock there is, whofe craggy Sides 
Sudain the Fury of encroaching Tides i 
Your Sails hence (py*df I hardly coold delay, 
Plung'd in the Deep to meet yoo by the way ;, 
When one I faw, while a ihort Paufe I madv. 
Upon the Deck in glorious Pur|>le clad : 
Gods ! how I (hook ! Fear did my Soul poiTefr 
With Horror, to behold th' unafual Drtfa^ . 
As nearer to .the Shoar yonr Veffel came,, 
^fpy'd, O blading .Sight! the charming Dai&jei 
Nay more, •-*-^ her wanton Head (into the Best 
Why leapt I not ?) apon your Bofom lay* 
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'Twas then I beat my Bread, and tore my Hair, 

With all the Symptoms of a deep Defpair. 

J fill'd the Air with my diftraAed Cries, 

And ld^% Meant refounded with the Noife* 

Thence with dire Imprecations I remov'd 

Unto thofe confcious Caves, where once we lov'd. 

Hear me, ye Gods^f May the card Helen be 

As wretched full as (he has rendered me ; 

May (he complain of falfe aod broken Vows, 

And pinie, like me, for a regardle/s Spcufe. 

Now they do Charm, who from their Husbands fly. 

And the wide Ocean plow, to follow thee ; 

When a poor Shepherd, a fmall Flock yoa fed. 

Then I, and only I, vouchfaPd my Bed. 

Nor think I fae to be in Courts adorM, 

And own'd the Daughter of all ^^'sLord ; 

Tho' your great Parents need not be afliam'd 

When 'mongft their many Children I am nam'd. 

A Scepter would not ill become this Hand, 

So much I wifli and merit to command. 

Defpife me not, becaufe with you I lay. 

And paf&'d, on new-fall'n Leaves, the well fpent Day ; 

For thy OEnone\ worthy of a Bed, 

Not with green Leaves but gaudy Purple (pread. 

Safe you may fleep and harmlefs in my Arms, 

Your Joys uninterrupted with Alarms ; 

But with my Rival thus you muil not live. 

For Greta in Arms demands the Fugitive ; 

Ruin i^ all the Dow'ry (he can give. 

V^fk your grave Friends, with piercing Wifdom fraught^ 

Whom many Years have mach Experience taught, 

. Aifc 
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Aik Sage Antemr^ and your «ged Sire, 

If fhe's to be relior'd whom tkey require. 

Bafe Man ! yoor Country for her fake de^toy'd. 

Shame's on yoar part) and Juilice on tiieir fide* 

Or can you think that flie will coftftant prove. 

Who was fo eafily entic'd to love? 

When once debauch'd, our Sex for ever burn 

In lawlefs.Fire; Virtue knows no Return; 

Dsflionour. never gives a iecond Bk>w; 

And once a Whore ihe will be ever (o<» 

fiat her firm Love that Scruple has remov'd ; 

Vain Man ! cv'n thus Atrides once fiie lov'd. 

Alone he lies, poor cred'lous Cuckold, nowl 

And does deplore what you ere while mufl do. 

Fool that he was to think ihe could be true ! 

Happy Andromache I who juftly art 

PoiFefred of a firm and loyal Heart ! 

A Faith like hers thou haft beheld in me. 

And He^or^t Virtue ihould have (hin'd in thee i 

But thou art lighter than the faplefs Leai^ 

Of which the Autumn Blafts the Trees bereave ; 

Or than the Stalks of the well-ripen'd Wheat, 

Made the Winds fport by the Sun's parching Heat; 

Well I remember what your Sifter faid, 

When the ftrange God pofTefs'd the furious Maid ; 

OEnone, ceafi toph^w upfruitUfi Land^ 

And/onv thy Seed upim thf hamm Sands* 

The Grecian Hufer comest lubo reaps thy Jws^ 

Tbi Bane ^Troy, 4Md Priam'^r ancient Hcuje. 

She comesl forbid it, Heav'n : And in the Deep, 

Now, now, ye Gods, fink do^n the guilty Ship ; 

E Now 
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It brings Deitrif&&Oiif afad i« fraught with Blood. 

She faid : Her I^le faatchM her from my View» 

As thro' the Woods full of the God ftie flew. 

Too true ihc fpoke ! my Joys-that Ffeifer prove. 

Does in my Groves and Flow'ry Meadows move, , 

And all the pleafetitPafhires of my Love. 

Fair tho' fhe be, your Helen is a Whom, 

Whom each new Face draws from her Native Shore. 

Wiih Tbefeus thii9 the falfe Inconftant fled \ 

But he untouchM reftor'd the fpotlefs Maid. 

Ah who can Faith to the forgM Story yield ? 

His Veins with youthful Blood and Vigour fill'd, 

A Lover too ! could he his Joys forbear ? 

And in Poflefllon of his Heaven defpair \ 

Mifcall not thus her ready Flight k Rape, 

Her wicked felf contrived the wKhM Efeape. 

But I, falfe as you are, have kept my Vows, 

Tho' your Example would my Crimes excuse. 

Long time I liv'd a Tenant of the Groves, 
The aommon Objed of the Seoyrs Loves ; 
^e, Faunus too, who o'er the Mountains fled, 
Furftt'd, with Leafy Chaplets on his Head ; 
And PheehuSf who, but with much Force, obtaia'd 
That Blifs fbr which the reil in vain complain'd. 
I tore my Hair, while *my foft Limbs he prefl. 
And that curft Face for which I was diigrac'd.^ 
No fordid Recompence of Wealth I fought i 
That Creature's mean whofe^Love is to be bought; 
' But me the grateful God with Knowledge ftor'd. 
And the fame Gifts for which lumfeirti iador'd. 

For 
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For no one Plant the fertile Earth does yield> 

But in hs Vircaes I am amply ikill'd. 

Wretch ! of what ufe does thy vain Knowledge prove f 

No Drag, alas! can cure the Wounds of Love* 

Not Pheehus* felf, the Author of our Art, 

Could in this cafe guard his Immortal Heart : 

Nought or from Earth> orHeav'n can cure my Woum^ 

In thee alone muft my Relief be found : 

My Paris can, and hemuft Pity fliow» 

To her who merits all he can beftow : 

For I am yours, with yon of old did pa(s» 

In chiidifli loliocence, my Inftnt Days ; 

And I befeech you, Gods, to iix my Doom* 

And give that Bleffing to the rime to come. 

So in his Arms, to whom my Youth I lent. 

Shall the Remains of my bleft Life be fpeat. 
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OE N O N E TO PARIS. 

By Mrs. A. B E H N. 

TO thee, detr Parh, Lord of my Defires^ 
Once tender Partner of my fofceft Fires ; 
To thee I write, mine, whilft a Shepherd's Swain, 
But now a Prince, that Title yon difdain. 
Oh Eital Pomp, that cou'd fo ibon divide 
What Love, and all onr Vows fo firmly ty'd ! 
What God, our Loves indoftrious to prevent, 
Curft thee with Pow'r, and rain'd my Content? 
Greatnefs, which does at beil but ill agree 
With Lovei fuch diftance feti 'twixt thee and me. 

Whilft 
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Whilil thoQ a Pnnce, and I a Shepherdefi, 

My raging Paflion Can have no Redrefs. 

WottM Heav'n, when firft I faw thee, thou hadft beea 

This Great, this Crael Celebrated Thing, 

That without Hope I might have gaz'd and bow'd. 

And jnix'd my Adoration with the Crowd ; 

Unwoanded then I had efcapM thofe Eyes, 

Thofe lovely Authors of my Miferies* 

Not that lefs Charms their fatal PowV had dreit. 

But Fear and Awe my Love had then fappreil : 

My unanibitioas Heart no Flame had known. 

But what Devotion pays to Gods alone. 

I might have wonder'd, and have wiflit that he. 

Whom Heav'n (honid make melove^ might look like thee. 

More in a filly Nymph had been a Sin. 

This had the height of my Prefumption been; 

But thou a Flock didft feed on Ida^t Plain, 

And hadft no Title, but Tbt Ltnftly Swain. 

A Title! which more Virgin Hearts has won. 

Than that of being own'd King Prian^s Son. 

Whilft me a harmlefs Neighboring Cottager 

You faw, and did above the reft prefer. 

You iaw ! and at firft fight you lov'd me too. 

Nor cou'd I hide- the Wounds received from you.* 

Me all the Village Herdfmen ftrove to gain. 

For me the Shepherds figh'd and fu'd in vain, 

Thon hadft my Heart, and they my cold Difdain* 

Not all their Offerings, Garlands, and Firft-born 

Of their lovM Ewes, cou'd bribe my native Scorn. 

E 3 My 
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My Love, like ludden Treafiiie long conccil'd^ 

CoqM only, where 'twu defUa'd, be reveal'd. 

Aad yet how loag my Maiden Bhiihef ftrove 

Not to betray the eafy new»bom Love. 

But at thy fight the kindling Fire woa'd ri(e» 

And 1, unlkill'd, declare it at my Eyes. 

But oh the Joy t the mighty EdUry 

Pofleft thy Soul at this Dtfcovery ! 

Speechlefsr and panting at n^ Feet yon lay^ 

And fhort-breathM Sighs told what yon eould not fay^ 

A thoufand times my Hand with KiiSes pre((» 

And look'd fuch Darts^ as none coaM e*er refid* 

Silent we gaz*d, and as my Zyes met thine» 

New Joy fiird theirs^ new Love and Shame fiU*d mine I 

You faw the Fears my kind Diforder (hows, 

And broke yoiu' Silence with a^tKoufand Vowt^l * 

Heav'ns, how you fworc \ by ev'ry FowV Divine t 

You vk^ou'd be ever true ! be ever mioe I 

Each Godt a iacred Witnefs yoa invoke^ 

And wiHi'd their Curie, when eVr tbofe Yowa you broktw 

Quick to my Heart the paijar*d Accents ran. 

Which I took in, believ'd* and waa undone* 

Vows are Love's poifon'd Arrows, and (he Heart 
So wounded, rarely finds a Cure in Art. 
At leall this Heart which Fate haa deftin'd yours. 
This Heart unpra^^is'd in Love's myilick Powers.; 
For I am fcft^ and yoang as 4(^1?// Fk>w'rs. 

Now nncontrol'd we meet, unchecked impcove 
Each hap f ief Minute in new Joys of Lpve I 

Soft 
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We gave entirely up |o Love 4D<1 Play. 

Oft to the eoc^Hig Grove* o«r Flocks we M^ y 

And, feated on Cme Ih^dy ftimr'ry Bcd» V 

Watch'd t^e imt«4 WgntOBUi 4# tinsy fed* 3 

And aU dieDfty my IMl'Mog $oi|l I hiisg 

Upon the charinit^ Mufio of thy Tongue^ 

And neves thought the bleflcd Hours too long* 

No Swain* no God liJke thee cpu'd ever move. 

Or had fo (ok an Art in wjiifpering Love : 

No wcH^f thai; thou art aUy'd to- yove. 

And when yoe. pip'd» or foagt or daQc'd, or fpoke. 

The God appeared in ev'ry Gxace^ and Look* 

Pride of the. Sw^los^ 49i4 Qloiy of the Shades, 

The Gn^ smi Jcf of «ll the Loye-fidf: Maidi. 

Thus whilft altH#afft« yovi ri}l'4 witjiout Conf^Qiily. 

I teign'd |h» dba'hil^ Mmjt^f^ oC yo^r Son], 

Each Beec^ my t^^m^ yet b^9i»f cj^'d oii( hy thee^ 

Paris and hfa 0£im# fiU fi^h Trec^ ; 

A>d as they grow* the Lettejr^ IsM'ger tpr^^i, 

Gfow ftill a Witfieft qf my Wifoim^s when d^dl 

Clofe by a fileat Silvfsr Qro^ thei^ grows. , 
A Poplar, u^dei wlioie 49Ar. gloomy Bon^^ 
A thottfand times we hikf e evdMOg'd P9i Vows I 
Oh may'ft thou gcowi I to aa rndfef^QMe of YeftrsJ 
Who on thy Bark this Ihtal Recovd be^« i 
fFlffa Paris /to CRoone >fv<94f i^ilirvi!, 
^fl^i Xanthtts' SHre0m JkAU tmiiak' F0mitAviJh%v* 
Turn ! turq yoo^ Tidel hlffk^«^yQu« ti^Mfim rHJI ! 
The pejj w'd &weia fkom «U hi» FmiK i« gflqp I 

£ 4 Carft 
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Curd be that Day, may Fate point out the Hoar, ^ 
As OmiDoas in his black Kakndar; 
When FeuHSf Pa/las^ and the Wife ofjovt 
Defcended to thee in the Myrtle Grove, 
In ihining Chariots drawn by winged Clouds ; 
Naked they tame, no Veil their Beaaty ihrosds ; 
But ev^ry Charm and Grace expos'd to view. 
Left Heaven to be farvey'd and judgM by you* 
To bribe thy Voice, yttMo wou'd Crowns be(low ; 
Palhu more gratefully wou'd drefs thy Brow 
With Wreaths of Wit; Ffftus propos'd the Choice 
Of all the faired GneAr; and had thy Voice. 
Crow nsy and more glorious Wreaths thoir didd defpilr^ 
And promib'd Beauty more than Empire prized 
This when you told, Gods! what a kilHng Fear 
Did over all my fliivering Limbs, appear f 
And I prefag'd fome ominous Change was near I 
The Blttihes left my Chedc»» fr^m ev'^y ^it 
The Blood ran fwiftvto g«»rd my fuming Hearts 
You in my Eyes the glimmering Light perceiv'd 
Of parting Life, and on my pale Lips iM-eatfe'd 
Such Vowsj as all my Terrors undeceiv'd. 
Bat foon the envying Gods dilinrb onr Joys, 
Declare thee great \ and all my Bltfs deftroys I 

And now the Fleet is anchored in the Bay 
That mud to Troj^ the glorious Youth convey* 
Heav'ns 1 how you looked! and what a Godlike Grace 
At their firft Homage beaudfy'd yoar Face ! 
Yet this no Wonder or AmaiBemeat brooght, 
Yoo ftill a Moparch were in Soul and Thought ! , 

Nojr 
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Nor coa'd I tell which moft the Sight aagmentt. 

Your )oys of Pow'r, or parting Diicontents. 

You kift the Tears which down my Cheeks did glide^ 

And mingled yours with the foft- falling Tide, 

And 'twixt your Sighs a thoofand times you iaid, 

Cea/e, my CEnone ! cea/g, my charming Mmidi 

-5^ Paris linfis his Native Troy to/eef 

My lovely Nymphy thou Jhak a Prince/s bt : 

But my prophetick Fear no Faith allows. 

My breaking Heart refifted all thy Vowf. 

Ah muft tve part ! I cry'd ; Thofi kilUng Words 

No further Language to my Grief affords. 

Trembling, I fell upon thy panting Breaft, 

Which was with equal Love, and Grief oppreft, 

Whilil Sighs and Looks, all dying, fpoke the Reft. 

Aboat thy Neck my feeble Arms I caft. 

Not Vinesj nor Ivy circle Elms fo fail. 

To ftay, what dear Excufes didft thou frame, 

And fancied Tempefts when the Seas were calm ! 

How oft the Winds contrary feign'd to be. 

When they, alas, were onfy (b to me ! 

How oft new Vows of lafting Faith you fwore. 

And 'twixt your. KtiTes all the old run o'er. 

But now the wifely Grave, who Love deipiie, 
(Themfelves paft Hope) do bofily advtfe, 
Wiiifper Renown, and Glory in thy Bar, 
Language which Lovers fright, and Swains ne'er hear. 
For 7r^, they cry, ihcfe Shepherds Weeds lay down ! 
Change Crooks for Scepters! Garlands for a Crown I 
' Be fure that Crown does far lefs eafy fit 
< Than Wreaths of Flow'rs, lefs innocent and fweet. 

P S •Nor 
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< Nor can thy Beds of State ib grateftil be^ 

* As thofe of Moft, aw) new-fali'n Leaves wiih roe.. 

Nov tonr'fds the BiocJ^wt go, aa4 aU the Way 
The Grovcsy. theFeni» dark Woods,, aad Spriags fonrey ^ 
That were fo olsea coofeioiM tathe Rites 
Of facred Love* ia otir dear ftol'a Delights. 
With Eyes all laogoijIUBgy each Place yoa view» 
And (ighing^ cry'd». jfJinty dimr Shades Adieu ! 
Then 'twas thy Soul e'en doubted, whkh to do». 
Refaie a CrowAf or thoTe dear Shades foiego.! 
Glory and l«ve the great Difpate paria'd! 
But the faille Idol foon the God fobdu'd. 

And now oa Board yoa go« and all the Saik. 
Are loofea'd, to receive ibe iying Gales ;. 
Whim I half dead on the foriaken Strand^ 
Beheld thee fighing on the Deck tp ftaod„ 
Wafting a thoufand Ki0es from thy Hand» 
And whilH I couM the leflening Veffei iee» 
J gaz'dt and feat a thoufand Sighs to thee^^ 
And all the Sea*born Nireids implore^ 
Quick to return thee to our RniHck Shcwe*.. 

Now like a Gkoft I glide thro' t;i^tf Gxwt^ 
Silent, and fad as Death» about I rove. 
And vifii all our Treafnries of Love ! 
This Shade th^ accoant of thoufand Joys does hide^ 
As many more this murm'ring River's fide. 
Where the dear Grai^, as facred,. does retain 
The Print,, where thee and I fo oft have laim 
Upoa this Oak thy Pipe and Garlands plac'd* 
That SjcamoriiA with thy She^p-hook grac'd« 

Hera. 
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Here feed thy F)ockt» ooce lov'd» tho' «qw tby (corn; 
Like me forfakpAj and like n^ forlora! 

A Rock tl^ere i«» from wheocc I cou'd furvey 
Far from the blueiih Shore^ a^d diftsAt Sea, 
Whofe hangiof Top iQruhToil I dfmb eachPajr, 
With greedy View I ri^» Uie Proipqft o^er» 
To fee what wiiL'd-/Ebr Shjf f appr^a^ omr Shof«« 
One Day all hopelefs 09 kt Point I ftpodt 
And faw a Veilel boiriMU^g o'er the F1qo4» 
And as it nearer drew^ I coo'd 4ifcfr^ 
Rich Porplf Saili, Silk Cords* ^t^ Qli^% $«or9» 
Upon the Deck a Cao9f)9( wf a^ricad * 

Of AnlKk Wor]!^ i« Geld swdi^v^ «94e» 
Which,mixMwithS«n-bea&is»4<ilB»^QgUgl»t display 
Bat (^{ beneath tbii gV>rio«> Scai^ of State 
(CarA faft ibe Si^t) a falM S^aaty fate. 
And fondly ypu wctt Oft hat 9oA)9k tay'dy 
Whilft wilb yoiff peyjiar'd {^pt kcsr Fingart pby'd) 
Wantoaiy (rafP4.%«4 d^U^^'d wkii ^at HMr 
Of which, as i^ffd Chams, I Bracelets wear* 

Oh I h^dft thofi fr«a ma then in tlvita»ad State, 
So rain'd, fo ^$ga*d im Jt^fi^ ^.4 Fatf , 
Fix'd on a Rock* V>9fe hprifi4 Ff^ipii«A . 
In hollow MarmOiiii mssm^9^vf ^V^ 
WhDft ikfi b»eak Wia^s »i9ft ^^ (^W9^m bwrt 
Raffling lay carcleJ& and di|h^ve}Vl Haii^ 
I look'd liikA tj»e IM S^tae qf DiftfpMn 
With oot-ftret<;^'d Voiqe J ^ryV t and >|tf vemori 
The Rocks a^K^IIiJAy dive dao^b^ats xefoaad* 
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I rend my Garments, tear my ilatt'ring Face, 
Whofe falfe deluding Charms my Ruin was. 
Mad as the Seas in Storms, I breathe Defpair, 
Or Winds let loofe in unreiiftlng Air, 
Raging' and frantick threagh the Woods I f!y» 
And Paris/ lovely, faithleTs Arm/ cry. 
But when the Echo's found thy Name again, 
I change to new Variety of Pain. ^ 
For that dear Name fach Tendernefs infpires^ 
As turns all Pafliom to Love's fofter Fires. 
With Tears I fall to kind Complaints again ; 
SoTempefts are allay M by Show'rs of Rain. 

Say, lovely Youth, why woaldft thou thus betr^ 
My eafy Faith, and lead my Heart aftray f 
I might fome humble Shepherd's Choice have been. 
Had I that Tongue ne'er heard, thofeEyes ne'er feen^ 
And in fome homely Cott, in low Repofe, 
Liv'd undifturb'd with broken Vows and Oaths: 
All Day by (haded Springs my Flocks have kept» 
And in feme honeft Arms at Night hai^e flept, 
Thei^ junupbraided with my Wrongs thou'dli been 
.Safe in the Joys of the fsar Grecian Queen. • 
What Stars do m>le the Great? No ibOner you 
Became a Prince, but yon were peijur*d too : 
Are CiOWfM a«d Fal&oods then^eoniifletttThiAgs? 
And muil they «atl be faithlefs who are Kings ? 
The Gods be prais'd that I was humbly horny 
iLven tbo^ it readers me my Paris* Scorn. - 
And Lhad rather ihi^s Way wretched prbve,r 
Than be a Queeo, and faithlefs in my LovCt 

Not 
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Not my fair Rival woa*d I wifli to be. 
To come prophan'd by others Joys to thee. 
A fpotlefs Maid into thy Arms I broaght. 
Untouched in Fame, ev'n Innocent in Thought, 
Whilft (he -with Love has treated many a Gaeil, 
And brings thee but the Leavings of a Feafl : 
With Tbefius from her Country made Bfcape* 
Whim (he mifcaird the willing Flight, a Rape : 
So now from Atreus* Son, with thee is fled. 
And (till the Rape hides the adultVoas Deed. 
And is it thas great Ladies keep entire 
That Virtue they fo boaft, and you admire? 
Is this a Trick of Courts I Can Raviflimcnt 
Serve for a poor Evafion of C<mfent } 
Hard ihift to fave that Honour prisM h high, 
Whilft the mean Fraud^s the greater Infamy. 
How much more happy are we rural Maids, 
Who know no other Palaces than Shades f 
Who want no Title* to enlave the Crowd, 
Left they flioo'd babble all our Crimes aloud; 
No Arts our Good to ftow, onr Ills to hide. 
Nor know to cover Faults of Love with Pride. 
I lov'd, and ail Love's Didates did purine. 
And never thought it oooM be Sin with you. 
To Gods, and Men, I did my Love proclaim ; 
For one foft Hour with thee, my charming Swaio^ 
Won*d recompence an Age to come of Shame, 
Cou'd it as well but (atisfy my Fame. 
But oh thofe tender Hours are fied and loft, . 
And I no niofe of Fame,, or thee, i^a. boaft.t 

Twas 


} 


86 OvipV Epi$tl£$. 

Twas thon wert Honoar, Glory, all tQ jne : 
'Till Swains &ad Icarn'd the Vict of Peij«r)r» 
No yielding Maid* were charg'd wkk liduBj* 
Tis falfe and broken Vows make I^are a Sin, 
Hadft thoa been trac» we lAAoceat h«i betA* 
Bat thoa left Faith than Jvt^mm Leaves doft IhoVft 
Which eveiyBlaft bears froa thoii aati?e Bought 
Lefs Weight* lefs Coafi^ncy, ia tkcQ ia bor»» 
Than in the (lender mildew'd Ears of Cof n« 

Oft whep yon Gairkadi wove to deck my Hair^ 
Where myftick Pinks aad Daaata mingkd were^. 
You fwore 'twas fit^tr Diaden^ to bear i 
And when with ei^er Kifts preft my Hand* 
Have faidy How it^U 4 Se^itr U*w9t^dCommaMd: 
And if I danc'd opon the fiowVy Green, 
With chanwig» wiftii^ Eyes fiirvey my Mien, 
And cry, Tffti Gidf iffigjnU thttfmr a ^mm! 
Why then fotBtkn doft tboii me fbf&ke \ 
Can a poor empty Name lach Diff'teace nuke f 
Befides, if Love can be a Sio, thiae'a one. 
Since A^if do^s loiAiM^niii belMg.. 
Be Juft, r/^Aore her back» ihie'i lume of duse. 
And, charming Fmh% thon art only mine. 
'Tis no ambkioiia Flaaae that makes me ia* 
To be again belov'd, and bleft with yon ; 
No raia Dcfire of being ally'd t* a King ^ 
Love is t)ie only Dowry I can bring. 
And tender Love is alll aflt again. 
Whilft on hei dattg^rcraa Sajies Aerce War m«ft wait 
With Fire and Veig^aAeeL at ycmr SalaceGotey . 

Roime 
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Rooae yoar ibft Slamben with their rough Alarms^ 
And radely iiutck you from her £udiIo& Amu : 
Turn then, £ur Fugitive^ ere 'tis too late, 
£re thy miftakenLove procures thy Fate; 
Ere a wrong'd Kiafband does thy Death defigo^ 
And pierce that dear> that faithleft Heart of thine^ 
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PARIS TO HELEN A, 
By Mr. RICHARD DUKE. 

The ARGUMENT. 

Paris, halving faiPd to SpSiHz/ortife ohtaining oflMtn^ 
nvbom Venus bad promi/ed him as tht Reward of bit 
adjudging tbe Prize of Beauty to ber^ ivas nobhf tbere 
entertained iy MeneUos, Helen'/ Hujband\ but bt 
being calVd awey to Crete, to take PoJfeJJton of nubat 
nvas Ufi bim by bis Grandfatber Atreas, commends bis 
Gueft to tbe Care of bis Wife. In bisAhfence Paris 
Courts ber, and ijurites to ber tbe foilo^wing Epijile* 

ALL Health, fair Nxroph, thy Paris fends to thee» 
Tho' You, and onJy Yon, can give it me. 
Shall I then fpeak ? or is it needlefs grown 
To tell a Paffion that it felf has fliown ? 
Does not my Love it felf too open lay. 
And all I think in all I do betray ? 
If not, oh! may it ftill in fecret lie, 
'Till Time with oar kind Wifiies ihall comply, 
'Till all our Joys may to us come (incere, 
Nor lofe their Price by the allay of Fear. 
In vain I drive ; who can that Fire conceal. 
Which does it felf by its own Light reveal I 

But 
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But if yott needs would hear my trembling Tongue 
Speak what my Adiont have declared to long, 
I Love ; youVe there the Word that does impart 
The trueft MeiTage from my bleeding Heart. 
Forgive me. Madam, that I thus confefs 
To yoUy my fair Phyiician, my Diieaie, 
And with foch Looks this foppliant Paper grace» 
As beft becomes the Beauties of that Pace* 
May that fmooth Brow no angry Wrinkle wear^. 
But be your Looks as kind as they are fair. 
Some Pleafare 'tis to think thefe Lines ihall find 
An Entertainment at your Hands To kind> 
For this creates a Hope, that I too may^ 
Rebeiv'd by you, as happy be as they. 
Ah! may that {iope be true! nor I complain 
That Fenus promis'd you to me in vain. 
For know, left yoja through Ignorance offend 
The Gods, 'tis Heav*n that me does hither fcmi^ 
None of the meaneft of the Pow'rs Divine 
That firft infpir'd, ftill favours my Defign* , 
Great is the Prize I feek, I muft confefs. 
But neither is my Due or Merit lefs ; 
Fenus has promis'd flie would yod affign, 
Pair as her felf, to be for ever mine* 
Guided by her, my Troy I left for thee, 
- Nor fear'd the Dangers of the faithlefs Sea. 
She with a kind and an aufpieious Gale 
Drove the good Ship, and (Iretch'd out evVy Sail. 
For (he, who fprung out of the teeming Deep, 
Still o'er the Main does her wide Empire keep» 

Still 
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Still mij tut k«ep k, ttod as flw with caft 
Allays the WraiK of eke Boft aagvy Seas, 
So may flw give aiy ftonny Mi ad fo«6 Reft, 
And calm the ragtnf Tempeft of my B^aft, 
And bring homo all my Sighs aad:aU my Vows 
To their wifhM Harboar» and dofir'd KepoTe. 

Hith^ my Flames I bfooght, not found *cm here ; 
I my whole Coarfe by theijr kind Light did Aeer : 
For I by ivo Mtitake or Storm wa» toft 
Againft my Will upon thb happy Coaft, 
Nor as a Merchant did I plow the Main 
To venture Life» like fordid Fools, for Gain. 
No; may the Gods preAsrve my proient Store» 
And only give me you to make it more* 
Nor to admire the Place came Ihhii 
I have Towns richer thaftyonvCietes ase* 
'Tisyoalftek» to m(» from /'hiiu dtie». 
You were my Wifli* befcce' y onr Chacma I knewu 
Bright Images of yoti my Mind did draw. 
Long ere my Eyea the lovely CA^ft &vv. 
Nor wonder that with the fwift-^aged Dart» 
At fuch a Dillance yoa cosld wound my Heart; 
So Fate ordain*d« and left yoa iight with Fate» 
Hear and believe the Truth I fliallrdiate* 

Now in my Modiejr's Wqmb fkat op I 1a9p» 
Her fatal Burthen loagijig &f tke Day, 
When (he in a myfterioitaOfeaA was.toU» 
Her teeming Womb a. burning Tor(;k did bsU ) 
Frighted ihe rifo, mA ker Vifioa &t 
To Priam (eila. and ta kia Propbtls. ke s 

They 
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They fing that I aU 7r<ff Aoald ftt on Fire : 

But fare Fa(e meaet the Flames of my Defirt. 

For fear of tbu aaioag die Swain* expot'd* 

My native Gfeatae6 every thing difcloe'dj 

Beauty, aad Starength» and Courage joined in oae^ 

Through all Diiguife fpoke ae a Monarch's Son. 

A Place there i& in IJa's thickeft Grove» 

With Oaks and Fir-tree) (haded all abovet 

The Graft here growf antoecbc by bleating Flocks^ 

Or Mountain Goat» or the laborious Ox.. 

From hence Tr^'s Tow'rs» Magnificence and Pride» 

Leaning againft an aged Oak» I fpyM. 

When ilraight methoughtl heard the trembling Grooad 

With the firangio Noiie of (ranpliog Feet refoaad» 

In the fame InAant 7^#'» trwtl MeAboger^ 

On all his Wings borne through the yielding Ain 

Lighting before ny wond^rieg Eyei did fiend* 

His golden* Rod fliooe in, his ihcred Hand : 

With him three charming Goddefles there camie» 

y«m and Pallas^ and the Cjffn^n Dame^ 

With an nnufu^ Pear 1 ftood amaft'dy 

'Till thos the God my iinking Conrage rais'd ; 

Fear not ; Tifou art JoveV Suijfit^s iikvi», 

ThePrisse ofbaav^nljf Bsatftj fo hifio^i 

Contending Goddeffot appeal tojou» 

Decido their Strife ; He ^ake, and op he flew. 

Then Bolder growni I throw any Fears away. 

And eWry one wi«h cnrions Vs^t% fiirvey* 

Each of 'em merited the Vi^ory» 

And h dieir doabtfiil Judge, was grieved to fte. 

That one moft have ittwhen de&rv'd by Three. 

But 
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But yet that One there waa which moft prevail'd« 
And with more pow'rfal Charms my Heart affidrd. 
Ah ! wonld yoa know who thus my Breaft could moTe F 
Who could it be bat the fail' Queen of Love ? 
With mighty Bribes they all for Conqueft ftrire, 
Juno will Empires, Pallas Valour give, 
Whilft I (land doubting which I (hould prefer. 
Empire's foft Eafe, or glorious ToUs of War ; 
But Ftnus gently fmil'd, and thus (he fpake. 
They* re dangWous Gifts y O do not^ do not take! 
ril make Tbte Lo*ue*s immortal Plea/ures kfto*w, 
jind yoys that in full Tides for e'uerJIo'W* 
For, if you Judge the Couqueft to be miue^ 
Fair Lt^k^s fairer Daughter Jball be thine* 
She fpake : Aod I gave her the Conqueft due. 
Both to her Beauty, and her Gift of you» 

Mean-while {my angry Stars more gentle grown) 
I am ackoowledg'd royal PrianCt Son, 
All the glad Court, all Troy does celebrate, 
With a new Feftival, my Change of Fate, 
And as I languifli now, and die for thee. 
So did the Beauties of all Trey for me. 
You in full Pow'r over a Heart do reign. 
For which a thoufand Virgins iagh'd in vain : 
Nor did -Queens only fly to my Embrace, 
But Nymphs of Form Divine, and Heav'nly Race: 
I all their Loves with cold Difdain repreft. 
Since Hopes of you firft fir'd my longing Breafl« 
Your charming Form all Day my Fancy drew. 
And when Night came, my Dreams were all of yoa. 

What 
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IVhat PIcafttrcs then mufl you your felf impart, 
"Whoic Shadows only Co furpriz'd my Heart ? 
And oh ! how did I barn approaching nigh V» 
That was fo fcorch'd by fo remote a Fire ! 

For now no longer could my Hopes refrain 
From feeking their wifli'd Objefl thro* the Main. 
I fell the ilately Pine, and ev*ry Tree 
That bed was fit to cut the yielding Sea ; 
Fetched from Gargarian Hills, uJl Firs I cleave. 
And Ida naked to the Winds T leave, 
Stifi^Oaks I bend, and folid Planks I form. 
And ew^ty Ship with well-knit Ribs I arm. 
To the tall Maft I Sails and Streamers join. 
And the gay Poops with painted Gods do (bine. 
Bat on my Ship does only Fenvs Aand .^ 

With little Cupid fmiling in her Hand, L 

Gaide of the Way (he did her felf command. j 

My Fleet thus rigg'd, and all my Thoughts on thee, 
I long to plow the y^St^geau Sea ; 
My anxioos Parents my Defires withftand. 
And both with pions Tears my Stay command : 
Caffandra too, with loofe difhevel'd Hair, 
Jail as our hafly Ships to fail prepare. 
Fall of prophetick Fury cries aloud. 
Oh nubithir fliers my Brotbtr tbrt^ tbe Flood? 
Little, abl little dofl tbou Anonv or btedy . 
To what a raging Fire tbe/e Waters lead. 
Trae were her Fears, and in my Bread I feel 
The fcorching Flames her Fury did foretell. 
Yet cot I fail, and favoured by the Wind, 
On your blefl Shore my wiih'd*for Haven find : 

Your 
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Yoor Httfband then, fo Heav'n, kind Heav*n ordatns» 

In his own Houfe hit Riral entertains ; 

Shews mt whate*er in Sparta does delight 

The curious Traveller's enquiring Sight : 

But f, who only long'd to gaze on yon. 

Could tafte no Pleafure in the idle Show. 

But at thy Sight! oh! where was then ny Heart! 

Out front my Breaft it gave a Hidden Start, 

Sprung forth and met half-way the fttal Dart. 

Such, or iefs charming, was the Queen of Love, 

When with her rival GoddeiTes (he &rovc. 

But Faired, hadil thou come among the Three, 

Even (he the Prize muft have refign'd to Thee. 

Your Beauty is the only Theme of Fame, 

And all the World founds with hir Helenas Name; 

Nor lives there She whom Pride it folf can raife 

To claim with you an equal Share of Praife : 

Do I fpeak falfe ? rather Report does fo, 

Detradling from you in a Praifo too low. 

More here I find than that could ever tell. 

So much your Beauty does your Fame excel. 

Well then might Thefeus^ he who ail Things knew. 

Think none was* worthy of his Theft but you : 

I this bold Theft admire; but wonder more 

He ever would fo dear a Prize reftore : 

Ah! would thefe Hands have ever let you go ? 

Or could I live, and be divorc'd from you ? 

No ; fooner I with Life it leHT could part, 

Than e'er foe you torn from my bleeding Heart. 

But could I do as he, and give you back. 

Yet fore fome Tafte of Love I firft would tafcct 

Woald 
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Woald "fif ft in all yoar bloomiitg BxceHence 
Aad Virgin Sweets feaii a^ Inxarions Stnfe ; 
Or if you would not let that Treafore go* 
Kifles at lead yOa fhonld, you would bellow. 
And let me finell (lie FlowV as it did gfow. 
Come then into my longing Arms, and try 
My lafting, fix'd» eternal Con{(ancy« 
Which never *till my fun'ral Pile fliall wafte ; 
My prelent Fire ihall mingle with my laft. 
Scepters and Crowns for you I did difdain* 
With which great yutto tempted me in vain. 
And when Imght Pa/iciJ did her Bribes prepare. 
One ibft Embrace from you I did prefer 
To Courage, Strength, and all the Pomp of War, 
Nor Ihall I ever think my Choice was ill. 
My Judgment's iectled, and approves it tlill. 
Do you but ^rant my Hopes may prove as true 
As they were plac'd above all Things but you. 
I am, as well as yoii, of Heav'niy Race, 
Nor will my Birth your mighty Line difgrace ; 
PaUoj and yo^e our noble Lineage head. 
And them a Race of God^like Kings fucceed. 
Ail 4fia*a Seep«ers to my Father bow. 
And half the fpacious FiaO; his Pow*r allow. 
There you ihall fee cheHoufes roof'd with Gold, 
And Temples glorioas as the Gods they hold. 
Troy you fliaU fee, and DiHne Wklls admire. 
Built to the Confort of ApoUv^^hyrt. 
What need I the vaft Flood of People tell. 
That over its wide Ba&b does almoft (Well ? 

IToa 
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You (hall gay Troops of Phrygian Matrons meet. 
And Trojan Wives fhiniog in ev'ry Street. 
How often then will you your felf coniefs 
The Emptinefs and Poverty of Greece f 
How often will yon fay, one Palace there 
Contains more Wealth than do whole Cities here? 
I fpeak not this yoar Sparta to di^race. 
For wherefoe'er your Life began its Race 
Muft be to me the happiefly deareft Place. 
Yet Spartt^i poor; and you, that fliould be drefsM 
In all the Riches of the iltining Eaft, 
Should underftand how ill that fordid Place 
Suits with the Beauty of your charming Face. 
That Face with coiUy Drefs and rich Attire 
Should ihine, and make the gazing World admire. 
When you the Habit of my Trojans fee. 
What, think ye, mnfl that of their Ladies b«i 
O! then be kind, fair Spartan ^ nor difdaia 
A Trojan in your Bed to entertain. 
He was a Trojan^ and of our great Line, 
That to the Gods does mix Immortal Wine ; 
Titbonus too, whom to her rofy Bed 
The Goddefs of the Morning blufhing led ; 
So was Anchifes of our Trojan R ace. 
Yet Venus felf to his deiir'd Embrace, 
With all her Train of little Loves, did fly. 
And in his Arms learn'd for a while to lie. 
Nor do I think that Menelaus can, 
Compar'd with me, appear the greater M^Q* 
I'm fure my Father never made the Sun 
^ With frighted Steeds from his dire Banquet run : 

No 
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Nx) Grand- father of mine is ilain'd with Bloody 
Or watk his Crime names the Myrtoan Flood* 
None of our Race does in the Stygian Lake 
Snatch at thofe Apples he wants Pow'r to take. 
But flay ; fince you v^ith fuch a Hafband join^ 
Your Father Jo^e is forc'd to grace his Line. 
He (Gods !) a Wretch unworthy of thofe Charms^ 
Does all the Night lie melting in yoor Armi» 
Docs cv'ty Minute to new Joys improve. 
And riots in the lufcioHs Sweets of Low. 
I hot at Table one.fliort View can gain» 
And that too only to increaic my Pain : 

may fuch Feafts my word of Foes attend^ 
As often I at yoar fpread Table find. 

1 loath my Food, when my tormented Eye 
Sees his rade Hand in your foft Bofom lie. 
I burft with Envy when I him behold 
Your tender Limbs in his looie Robe enfold. 
When he your Lips with melting KifTes feal'd* 
Before my Eyes I the large Goblet held. 
When you with him in Arid Embraces clofe. 
My hated Meat to my dry'd Palate grows. 

Oft have I figh'd, then figh'd again to fee 
That Sigh with fcornful Smiles repaid by thee. 
Oft I with Wine would quench my hot Deiire 
In vain ; for fo I added Fire to Fire. 
Oft have I turn'd away my Head in vain» 
You draight recall'd my longing Eyes again. 
What fliall I do ? your Sports with Grief I fce^ 
Bat it's a greater,, not to look on Thee. 

F With' 


98 O V I D*J Epistles. 

With all my Art I drive my Flames to hide. 

Bat throt>gh the thin Diiguife they are defcry'd ; 

Too well, alas! my Wounds to you ^e known. 

And O that they were To to you alone ! 

How oft turn I my weeping Eyes away. 

Left he the Caufe flioald afk, and 1 betray ? 

What Tales of Love tell I, when warm'd with Wine? 

To your dear Face applying ev^ry Line. 

In borrow'd Names I my own Paffion (hew : 

They the feign'd Lovers are» but I the true. 

Sometimes more Freedom in Difcourfe to gain. 

For my Excufe I Drunkennefs would feign. 

Once I remember your loofc Garment fell, 

And did your naked, fwelling Breads reveal. 

Breads white as Snow, or the falfe Down of^o^e^ 

When to your Mother the ki.nd Sivan made Love: 

Whilft with the Sight furpjriz'd I gating ftand. 

The Cup I held, dropt from my carelefs Hand. 

If you your young Hermione but kifs. 

Straight from her Lips I fnatch the envy'd Blifs. 

Sometimes fupinely laid. Love- Songs I fing. 

And wafted Kiffes from my Fingers fling. 

Your Women to my Aid I try to move 

With all the powerful Rhetorick of Love, 

But they, alas ! fpeak nothing but Defpair, 

And in the midft leave my negledled Pray'r. 

Oh ! that by fome great Prize you mighj be won. 

And your PoffcfHon might the Vidor d^wn ; 

As Pelopj his Hipl>odamia won. 

Then had you feen what I for you had d<Mte. 

But 
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But now I've nothing left to do bat pr^y» 
And my felf proftrate at your Feet to ]ay» 
O thou, thy Houfc's Glory> brighter far 
Than thy Two (hining Brothers friendly Start 

worthy of the Bed of Heav'n's great King, 
If ought fo fair but from him felf could fpring I 
Either with thee I back to Tny will Ay,* 

Or here a wretched bani(h*d Lover die. 

With no flight Wound oiy tender Bread does fmartj 

My Bones and Marrow feel the piercing Dart; 

1 find my Siiter true did Prophefy, 

I with a Heav'nly Dart (hould wounded die ; 
Defpife not then a Love by Heaven deilgnM, 
So may the Gods ilill to your Vows be kind. 

Much I could fay» but what, will bed be known 
In your Apartment^ when we are alone. 
You blufli, and with a fuperflitious Dread 
Fear to defile the Sacred Marriage Bed : 
Ah! Helent can yon then fo fimple be. 
To think fuch Beauty can from Faults be free J 
Or change that Face> or you mud needs be kind} 
Beauty and Virtue feldom have been join'd. 
yove and bright Fenus do our Thefts approve ; 
Such Thefts as thefi? gave you your Father Jo^e^ 
And if in you ought of your Parents lad» 
Can yoijf and Leda^ Daughter well be chade ? 
Yet then be chade when we to Trtiy (hall go; 
(For fhe who fins with one alone> is fo.) 
But let us now enjoy that pleafing Sin» 
Then Marry, and be Innocent again. 

F a Ev'n 
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Ev'n your own Ho/band doth the fame perfuade ; 
Silent himfelfy yet all his Adlipns plead : 
For me they plead ; and he, good Man, becaufe 
He'll fpoil no Sporty ofiicioufly withdraws. 
Had he no other Time to vifit Creu ? 
Oh ! how prodigious is a Hnlband's Wit ! 
He went, and as he went, he cry'd. My Dear, 
Inftead of me, you of your Gueil take care. 
But yoa forget your Lord's Command, I fee. 
Nor take you any Care of Love or me. 
And think you fuch a thing as he does know 
The Treafure that he holds, in holding yoa ? 
No : did he underlland but half your Charms, 
He durft not trufl 'em in a Stranger's Arms. 
If neither his nor my Requeft can move. 
We're forc'd by Opportunity to Love ; 
We (hould be Fools, ev'n greater Fools than he. 
Should fo fecure a Time unaflive be. 
Alone thefc tedious Winter Nights you lie 
In a cold Widow'd Bed, and fo do L 
Let mutual Joys our willing Bodies join, 
That happy Night (hall the Mid-day out-(hine : 
Then will I fwear by all the Pow'rs above. 
And in their awful Prefence feal my Love. 
Then, if my Wifhes may afpire fo high, 
I with our Flight (hall win you to comply ; 
But if nice Honour little Scruples frame. 
The Force I'll ufe fhall vindicate your Fame. 
OiThe/eus and your Brothers I can learn. 
No Precedents fo nearly yoa concern; 
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You The/euSs they Leucippus' Daughter flole, 

ril be the Fourth \t the illufbious Roll. 

Well mann'd, well armM, for you my Fleet does day. 

And waiting Winds murmur at our Delay. 

Thro' 9>^*s throng'd Streets you (hall in Triumph go, 

Ador'd as fonie new Goddefs here below. 

Where-e'er you tread. Spices and Gums (hall fmoke. 

And Vidlims fall beneath the fatal Stroke* 

My Father, Mother, ail the joyful Court, 

All Troy to you with Prefents (hall refort. 

Alas ! 'tis nothing what I yet have faid ; 

What there you'll find, (hall what I write exceed. 

Nor fear, lell War purfue our hady Flight, 

And angry Greece (hould all her Force unite* 

What ravi(h'd Maid did ever Wars regain ? 

Vain the Attempt, and Fear of it as vain. 

The Thraciam Orythia ftole from far. 

Yet Thrace ne'er heard the Noi(c of following War. 

Jafon too (lode away the Colcbian Maid, 

Yet Cokhos did not Thejfaly invade. 

He who ftole you, (lole Ariadne too. 

Yet Minos did not with all Crete purfue. 

Fear in thefe Cafes than the Danger's more. 

And when the threat'ning Tempeft once is o'er. 

Our Shame's then greater than our Fear before. 

But fay from Greece a threatned War purfue, ^ 

Know I have Strength and wounding Weapons too. 

In Men and Horfe more numerous than Greece^ 

Oar Empire is not in its Compafs lefs. 

Nor does your Hulband Paris ought extel 

In Gen'rous Courage, or in Martial Skill. 

F 3 Ev'tt 
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Ev'n but a Boy, from my (Iain Foes I gain'd 

My flollen Herd, and a new Name attainM i 

Ev'n then overcome by me I couM produce 

Deipbobus and great JUoneus^ 

Nor Hand to Hand more to be ftarM am I. 

Then when from far my certain Arrows fly. 

You for his Youth can no fnch Adions feigD> 

Nor can he e'er my envy'd Skill attain. 

But could he, He8or*z your Security, 

And he alone an Army is to me. 

Yop know me not, nor the hid Prowefs find 

Of him that Hcav'n has for your Red defignM.. 

Either no War from Greece fhall follow thce^ 

Or if it ii3^%y ihall be rcpellM by me. 

Nor think I fear to fight for fuch a Wife, 

That Prize would give the Coward's Courage liftk 

All After- Ages fhall your Fame admire. 

If ydu albnc fet the whdlc World on fire. 

To Sea, to Sea, while all the Gods arc kind„ 

And all I promife, you in 7r^ fhall find« 
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HELEN TO PARIS. 

By the Right Honourable the Earl of MuLGRAVE, 

and Mr. Drydbn. 

The ARGUMENT. 

Helen, halving recei'v*d the foregoing E fifth from Parisy 
returns the foUonuing An/*wer : Wherein ft>e feems at fir ft 
to chide kirn for bis Frefumption in njuriting as he had 
donet ivhich could onfy proceed from his lofw Opinion of 
her Virtue I then owns her felfto befenfihUofthe Paftion, 
<which he had expre/s^dfor her^ tho" flfe much fufpeSed 
bis Conftancy ; and at laftdifcovers her Inclination to he 
favourable to him, The ijobole Letter fi^eyaing the ex* 
tream Artifice of Woman-kind* 

WHEN looie Epiflles violate chafte Eyes, 
She half Confents, who filently Denies: 
How dares a Stranger^ with Deiigns ib vain^ 
Marriage and Hofpitable Rights propfaane ? 
Was it for this, yoar Fleet did (belter find 
From fwelling Seas, and ev'ry faithleis Wind? 
(For tho' a didant Country brought you fbrtb» 
Your Ufage here was equal to your Worth.) 
Does this deferve to be rewarded {i^ f 
Did you come here a Stranger, or a Foe ? 

F 4 Your 
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Your partial Judgment may perhaps complaii^^ 
And think me barb'rous for my juft Difdain ; 
Ill-bred then let me be, but not unchafle. 
Nor my clear Fame with any Spot defac'd^ ' 
Tho' in my Face there's no aiFedled Frown, 
Nor in my Carriage a feign'd Nicenefs ihown». 
I keep my Honour dill without a Suin, 
Nor has my Love made any Coxcomb vain. 
Your Bolduefs I with Admiration fee ; 
What Hope had you to gain a Queen like me? 
Becaufe a Hero forced me once away. 
Am 1 thought fit to he a fecond Prey? 
Had I been won, I had deferv'd your Blame^ 
But fure my Part was nothing but the Shame : 
Yet the bafe Theft to him no Fruit did bear,. 
I 'fcap'd unhurt by aoy thing but Fear. 
Rude Force might feme unwilling KifTes gain^ 
But that was all he ever cou*d obtain. 
You on fuch Terms would ne'er have let me go; 
Were he like you, we had not parted fo. 
Untouched the Youth reilor'd me to my Friends^ 
And modeft Ufage made me fome amejids. 
'Tis Virtue to repent a vicious Deed ; 
Did he repent, that Paris might fucceed ? 
Sure 'tis fome Fate that fets me above Wrongs, 
Yet dill expofes me to bufy Tongues, 
ril not complain, for who's difpleas'd with Love, 
If it fincere,^ difcreet, and conflant prove ? 
But that I fear ; not that I think you bafe, 
Or doubt the blooming Beauties of my Face, 


But 
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Bat all yoor Sex is fabjed to deceive* 

And ouTSf alas, too willing to believe. 

Yet others yield : and Love o'ercomee the beft : 

Bat why flioald I not ihine above the Reft ? 

Fair Ledd*s Story feems at firft to be 

A fit Example ready found for me ; 

But (he was Cozen'd by a borrow'd Shape, 

And under harmiefs Feathers felt a Rape : 

If I fhonld yield, what Reafon could I ufe? 

By what Miftake the loving Crime excufe i 

Her Fault was in her powerful Lover loft* 

Bat of what Jupiter have I to boaft ? 

Tho^ you to Hero's, and to Kings fucceed. 

Our Famous Race does no Addition need. 

And great Alliances but ufelefs prove 

To one that's come her felf from mighty Joi/i^ 

Go then and boaft in fome lefs haughty Place 

Your Pi&r;^'ii» Blood, and PnViM's ancient Race^ 

Which I would ihew I valu'd, if I durft ; 

You are the fifth from Jo^e^ but I the firft. 

The Crown of Troy is pow'rful I coofefs^ 

Bat I have reafon to think ours no leis. 

Your Letter fill'd with Promifes of all 

That Men can good, and Women pleafant, call. 

Gives Expedlaticn fuch an ample Field, 

As wou'd move Goddefles themfelves to yield* 

Bat if I e'er offend great y^no's Laws, 

Your felf (hall be the dear, the only Caufe; 

Either my Honour 1*11 to Death maintain. 

Or follow you, without mean Thoughts of Cain* 

r 5 Not 
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Not that lb lair a Prdent I ddpife ; 

We like the Gift, when wc the Giver pri7e. 

Bat 'tis joar Love moves mc, which made yoo take 

Such Pains, and ran fiich Hazards for mj fake» 

I have perceif *d (tho* I di£cmbled too) 

A thoaiand Things that Love has made yoa do t 

Yoor eager Eyes woold almoft dazzle mine. 

In which (wild Man) yoor wanton Thooghts woa*d (hine;. 

Sometimes yoo'd figh, finnetimes dilbrdtr'd ftand. 

And with onofaal Ardor prels my Hand ; 

Contrive joft after me to take the Glaft, 

Nor woa*d yon let the leaft Occafioa pals. 

When oft I fear'd, I did not miod alone. 

And blafliing fate for Things whidr you have done r 

Then murmar'd to my felf. He'll for my lake 

Do any thing ; I hope 'twas no MiAake^ 

Oft have I read within this pleafing Grove, 

Under my Name, thole charming Words, ILovt% 

I frowning, feem'd not to believe yoar Flame, 

But now, alas, am come to Write the fame. 

If I were capable to daamils, 

I could not but be fenfible of this. 

For oh ! your Face has fach pecnliar Charms,. 

That who can hold from flying to your Arms ! 

Bt|t what I ne'er can have without Oflence, 

May fom^ bleft Maid poiTefs with Innocence. 

Pleafure may tempt, but Virtue more Ihould move ;. 

O learn of me to want the Thing you Love. 

What you dedre is fought by all Mankind : 

As you have Eyes, (b others are not Blind. 

- Like 
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Like you they fee, like you my Charms adore. 

They wilh not lefs, but you dare venture more. 

Oh ! had yon then upon our CoaH been brought. 

My Virgin Love when tb^ufand Rivals ibught. 

You had I leen, you fhonld have had my Voice » 

Mor cou'd my Huiband jullly blame my Choice. 

For both our Hopes, alas ! yon come too late t 

Another now is Mafter of my Fate. 

More to my Wtlh I cou'd kavt Wd with you« 

And yet my prefent Lot can undergo. 

Ceafe to klicit a weak Woman's Will, 

And urge not her you Love, to fo much 111. 

But let me live contented as I may. 

And make not my unspotted Fame your Prey. 

Some Right you claim, fince naked to your Eyt% 

Three GoddeiTes diCputed Beauty's Prize, 

One ofFer'd Valour, t'other Crowns, but flie 

Obtain'd her Caufe, who fmiling promis'd me. 

But firft I am not of Belief fo light, 

To think fuch Nymphs wou^d (hew you fuch a Sighc 

Yet granting this, the other Part is feign 'd ; , 

A Bribe io mean, your Sentence had not gain'd. 

With partial Eyes I ihou'd my ielf regard. 

To think that Fenus made me her Reward : 

I humbly am content with human Praiie ; 

A Goddefs's Applaufe wou'd Envy raife ; 

But be it as you &y, for 'tis confer. 

The Men, who flatter higheft, pleafe us bed. 

That I fufped it, ought not to di^leafe; 

For Miracles are not believ'd whb eaf^. 

One 
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One Joy I have, thai I had Vtnus^ Voice; 

h greater yet, that yoa confirm 'd her Choice ; 

That profFerM Laurels, promised Sovereignty,, 

Juno and Ftdlas you contemnM for me. 

Am [ your Empire then, and your Renown I 

What Heart of Rock, but mixft by this be won./ 

And yet bear Witnefs, Oh you Pow'rs above. 

How rude I am in all the Arts of Love ! 

My Hand is yet untaught to write to Men : 

Thb is th' EiTay of my unpradis'd Pen : 

Happy thofe Nymphs, whom Uie has perfe£^ made ^ 

I think all Crime, and tremble at a Shade^ 

Ev'n while I write, my fearful confcioos Eyes 

Look often back, mifdoubting a Surprife. 

For now the Rumour fpreads among the Crowds . 

At Court in Whifpers, but in Town aloud : 

DilTemble yott» whatever you hear 'em fay : 

To leave off Loving were your better Way, 

Yet if you will diiTemble it you may. 

Love fecretly : the Abfence of my Lord 

More Freedom gives, but does not all afford ; 

Long is his Journey, long will be his Stay;, 

Caird by Affairs of Conlequence away. 

To go or not, when onrefblv'd he fiood^ 

I bid him make what fwift Return he cou'd : \ 

Then kifling me, he faid, I recommend 

All to thy Care, but moff m^ Trojan Friends 

1 fmil'd at what he innocently faid,. 

And only anfwer'd. You {hall be obey'd.. 

Propitious Wii^ds have borne him far from heiicc>. 

9at let not this fecure your Confidence.^ 

Ab&ni 
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Abfent he is, yet abfent he commands : 

You know the Proverby Princes ba*ue hug Hands. 

My Fame's my Burthen ; for the more Tm prais*d» 

A juHer Gronnd of Jealoafy is raised. 

Were I lef^ fair» 1 might have been more bleft : 

Great Beauty through great Danger is pofleft. 

To leave me here his Venture was not hard» 

Because he thought my Virtue was my Guard* 

He fear'd my. Face, but truiled to my Life, 

The Beauty doubted, but believ'd the Wife. 

You bid me ufe th' Occafion while 1 can. 

Put in our Hands by the good eaiy Man. 

I wou'd, and yet I doubt, 'twixt Love and Fear. 

One draws, me from you, and one brings me near* 

Our Flames are mutual, and my Hufband's gone : 

The Nights are long ; I fear to lie alone. 

One Houfe contains us, and weak Walls divide. 

And you're too preffing to be long deny'd : 

Let me not live, but t'^^xy Thing confpires 

To join our Loves, and yet my Fear retires. 

You court with Words, when you ihou'd Force employ : 

A Rape is requifite to ihame-fac'd Joy. 

Indulgent to the Wrongs which we receive^ 

Our Sex can fuffer what.wedare not give. 

What have I faid I for both of us 'twere beft» 

Our kindling Fire if each of us fuppreft. 

The Faith of Strangers is too prone to change. 

And, like themfelves, their wand'ring Paffions tange* 

Bjpfipiley and the fond Minottian Maid, 

Were both by truiling of their Gncfts'betray'd. 

How 
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How can I doubt, that other Men deceive. 

When jroo your feif did fair O£none leave } 

But left I flioold upbraid yoor Treachery, 

You make a Merit of that Crime to me* 

Yet grant you were to faithful Love inclined, 

Ypur weary Trojans wait but for a Wind* 

Should you prevail i while I affign the Night, 

Your Sails are boifled, and you take your Plight z 

Some bawling Mariner our Love deftroys. 

And breaks afunder our nnfinifh^d Joys. 

But I with yoa may leave the S^arfan'9ort, 

To view the Trojan Wealth and Priam*8 Court, 

Shown while I fee, I ihall expofe my Fame; 

And fill a foreign Country with my Shame; 

In Jfia what Reception ihaU I find ^ 

And what Difhonoar leave in Greece behind I 

What will your Brothers, Friam^ H^cuia, 

And what will all your modeft Matrons fay ^ 

£v'n you, when on this AAion you reflect. 

My future ConduA juftly may fafped : 

And whate'er Stranger lands apon your Coaft, 

Conclude me, by your own Example, loft. 

I from your Rage a Strumpet's Name (hall hear. 

While you forget what Part in it yau bear. 

You, my Crime's Author, will my Crime upbraid; 

Deep under Groond Oh let me firft be laid t 

You boaft the Pomp and Plenty of your Land, 

And promife all ihall be at my Command : 

Your Trojan Wealth, believe me, I defpife ; 

My owa poor Native Land hat dearer Ties.^ 

Should 
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ShoQ*d I be injor'd on your Phrygian Shore, 

What ftelp of Kindred coti*d 1 there implore ? 

Meiiea was by Jafin^t Flatt'ry won : 

I niay, like her, beHeve, and be ondone. 

Plain bonefl HearM, like imne, fufpefl no Cheat* 

And Love contributes to its tmn Deceit. 

The Ships, abodt whofe Sides load Tempefts roar» 

With gentle Winds urerc wafted from the Shore. 

Your teeming Mother dreamt a flaming Brand 

Sprung from her Womb confam'd the Trojan Land* 

To fecond this, old Prophecies confpire. 

That Ilium fhall be burnt with Grecian Fire ; 

Both give me Pear, nor is it much allay M, 

That renus is oblig'd oar Loves to aid* 

For they who lofl their C^ufe, Revenge will take ; 

And for one Friend two Enemies you make* 

Nor can I doubt, but ihou'd 1 follow you. 

The Sword would (bon our fatal Crime purfue -, 

A Wrong fo great my Hufband's Rage would rouze,. 

And my Relations would his Caufe efpoufe. 

You boail your Strength and Courage, but, alas I 

Your Words receive fmall Credit from your Face* 

Let Heroes in the dufty Field delight, 

Thofe Limbs were faihion'd for another Fight. 

Bid Heaor fally from the Walls oiTroy^ 

A fweeter Quarrel Ihould your Arms employ. 

Yet Fears like thefe (bou'd not my Mind perplex^ 

Were I as Wife as many of my Sex. 

BtitTiiie slddydtt may bolde r Thoughts in fpire; 

And I perhaps may yield to your De&re* 

Yo» 
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Yoa lail demand a private Conference, 

Thefe are your Words, but I can guefs your Sen(c» 

Your unripe Hopes their Harved mull attend : 

Be rulM by me, and Time may be your Friend* 

This is enough to Jet you underftand, 

For now my Pen has tir'd my tender Hand ; 

My Woman knows the Secret of my Heart* 

And may hereafter better News impart. 
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PENELOPE TO ULYSSES. 
By Mr. R H T M E R. 

The ARGUMENT, 

fbi Rape of Helen halving carry* d all the Grecian 
Princes to the Siege of Troy; Ulylles, among the rejlp 
there fignali^^d his Manhood and Prudence particU' 
iarly* But the Siege at an end^ and he not return'^ 
ing ivith the other Captains^ Penelope fends this 
Letter in queft of him. She had rendered her felf as 
defer<vedlj famous on her part hy refifting all tht 
ivhile the Importunity of her Suitors tvith an unufuat 
Conflancy and Fidelity. She complains to Ulyffes of 
their Carriage^ Jhe likeimfe tells him her Apprehen^ 
fions and Fears for him during the War and fince^ 
acquaints him nxjitb the ill Pofiure of his Family 
through his Ahfence^ and dejtres him to haften Home 
as the only means to fet all right again » 

TO Your Penelope at length break home. 
Send no Excufe, nor ftay to write, but come. 
Our Trouble long, Troy does not hold you now ; 
Nor twenty Troy^s were worth all this ado. 

Wouy 
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Wott'd fome juft Storm and raging Sea had drown'd 
The Raffian, when for Lacedamon bo and; 
I fhon'd not then of tedious Days complain^ 
Nor cold a-nights, and comfbrtlefs have lain ; 
Nor (hould this Pains to pafs the Ev'nings take. 
And work, and wea?e, ev'n till my Fingers ake« 
I aln^ays fear*d worfe Dangers than the true^ 
(As always Love anquiet Fears purfue) 
Fancy'd thee by fierce Trojans compafs'd round* 
And HiSor^% Name dill ftruck me to the Ground. 
When told of Nefiorh Son, by Ht^or flain, 
Streight Neftor^^ Son rouz'd all my Fears again* 
When for his Sham how dczr Patrocluj paid : 
I wept to find that Wit no better fped. 
TUpokmui by Trajan Jav'lin kilPd, 
Through all my Veins an icy Terror thrill'd : 
Whatever Greeks mifcarry'd in the Fray, 
I fainted, and fell (well nigh) dead as they. 
Heav'n for chafle Love hail better Fate in (lore. 
My Hulband lives, and Troy is now no more. 
Our Captains well returned, each Altar flames, 
And Temples all Barbarian Booty crams ; 
For their fafe Loves the Women Offerings bring. 
And Trojan Fates by ours defeated fing. 
All ftand amazM to hear both old and young. 
And lift'ning Wives upon their Hulbands hung. 
Some on the Table draw each bloody Fight, 
And fpilling Wine the whole fad //iW write. 
This Simois, that the Sigean Land, 
And there did Fnam*$ lofty Palace ftand. 

Here 
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Here fkalkM Ufyjh, there Jcinlks dar'd, 

Tbcrc Hei3or torn, the foaming Horfes ftftr'd. 

All did old Nefior to your Son explain. 

To feck you fent ; who told me all again* 

Your Sword how DqIob, no, nor Rbt/ns 'fcap^d^ 

Banter'd the one, this taken as he napp'd. 

Fool-hardy yon, and us remembring ill. 

Nightly amidft thofe T^r/rr/Vi« Tents to fteal. 

There Numbers flay, one only aiding thee* 

Thoa hafl: been Wife, and would'ft have thonght on me* 

Still pant I, told, how all in Triumph brave, 

Roundyour FriendsCamp chofeTl&rizr/AtfSteeds yoo drave* 

But what avails it me that TV^f did yield. 

And by your Prowefs now the T6wn's a FteM? 

As when Troy flood, { ftill remain alone ; 

Th' Efied continues, tho' the Cauie is gone: 

To others fackM, to only me upheld, 

Ev'n whilfi it lies by Greek Abiders tiilU 

For Priam*t Tow'rs, now lofty Corn appears. 

And Phrygian Blood a pond'fbus Harveil rears. 

No Houfe remains, nought of <a Trojnn found, 

Unlefs you dig their Bones from under Ground. 

Where art thou. Conqueror f what detains thee nowf 

Or may not I your new Atchievements know ! 

Whatever Skipper hither comes afliore. 

For thee I aik, and a{k him o'er and o'er ; 

Nor parts he, 'till I fcribble half a Sheet, 

To give thee, ihoald ye ever chance to meet. 

We fent to Pylds^ Nefiot^i zncitnt Seat, 

From Pyhs we no certain Tidings get : 

To 
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To Spmrta feoti the Spartans nothing know. 

What Couric you (leer» nor where you wander now, 

Wou'd thofe rameGod-built Walls were (landing ftill^ 

(Now I repent that e*er I ^^iih'd 'em 111) 

Then where thou fought'il, I furely ihould have leara'd. 

Nor fave for War, the common Grievance^ moarn'd. 

Nowy what I know not^ all I madly fear. 

And a wild Field lies open to my Care. 

By Sea, or L^nd whatever Dangers fway, 

Thofe I fufpedt the Cauies of your Stay. 

Whilft thus I (Imply mufe, who knows your Mind f 

Perhaps abroad fome other Love yon find : 

Perhaps to her your dowdy Wife define ^ 

Who knows no more, fo that her Cup board (hine. 

No ; vanifh jealous Thoughts, nor fright me more. 

He wou'd be with me, were it in his PowV. 

My Sire would force me from my Widow's Bed, 

Blames my Delay, and chides and (hakes his Head. 

Let him chide on, yours dill, yours only, I, 

Penekpt,, Vljifes' Wife will die. 

Yet by my chafte Defires, and Virtue bent, 

Hts Temper does a little now Relent. 

From Crete and Santos, Rhodes and Zant fet 0ut» 

To Court me come a wild unruly Rout ; 

Who revel in your Houfe without Controul, 

And eat, and wade your Means, our Blood and Soujb 

QiUedon, Pohfhus, Ptfander, fell 

Eutymachus^ alas» why fhould I, tell? 

With many more (you fadly out o' th* way) 

Feed here, and on your Subdance let 'em prey. 

The 
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TheBegg^ir /rw, and that Goat-herd Clown» 

MelaucbiiUt range and rummage np and down. 

So kept your Honfe, fuch (lout Defenders we, 

A helplefs Wife^ old Man, and little Boy; 

Whom late by Trcach'ry we had well nigli loft, 

'Gainft all our Minds as he to Pylu croft : 

But Heav'ns preferve him 'till he die in Courfe, 

Having firft clos'd mine Eyes, and alfo yours. 

Thus the old Nurfe, the Hind^ and Hogberd ^rzy \ 

True Servants all, and faithful in their Way. 

Dliarm'd by Age, Laertes is not fit 

Amidft thofe Bullies to maintain your Right. 

Ag^ if he lives, Tekmachus may bring 

To Strength, but yet he needs his Father's Wing, 

J, what am I ? A fas my Help is fmall ! 

Come you, the Strength and Safety of us all. 

So may your Son in virtuous Arts increafe, 

So may the Old Laertes die in Peace; 

Who in my Bloom did at your Parting mourn, 

I withered grow, in waiting your Return. 
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PENELOPE TO ULYSSES. 
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By the Honourable Mrs. WHARrON. 

t 

pEnelofe this flow Epiftic fends 

To hioi on whom her future Hope depends ; 
*Tis your PeMeiopif diftrefs'd, forlorn, 
Who aiks no Anfwer, bnt your quick Return. 
Pn'am and Troy, the Grecian Dames jull tfate. 
Have long ere this, 'cia known, receivM their Fate, 
For which thy Abience pays too dear a Rate. 

O ere my Hopes and Joys had found their Graves, 
Why did not Paris perifli by the Waves ? 
I (hould not then pafs tedious Nights alone. 
Courting with fervent Breath the rifing Sun ; 
Bat all in vain, for Day is Night to me ; 
Nor Day nor Night brings Comfort, only thee. 
My tender Hands with weaving would not tire, 
Nor my foft Thoughts with unobtain'd Defire. 

Still did my Mind new fbarful Forms prefent. 
To kill my Hopes, and raife my Difcontent. 
Love, jealous Love, has more than Eagles Eyes 
To fpy out Sorrows, but o'er-look our Joys ; 
I fancy 'd furious Trojans ftill were^nigh 
To flay my Lord, and all my Hopes deiboy. 

At 
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As there the Arms of Hedor Aill prevail, 
Hefe at his very Name my Cheeks grew pale; 
When io\d Antihcbus by him was flain. 
My Hopes- decay 'd, my Fears reviv'd again* 
I wept when young Patroclus was overthrown. 
To find how weak the Arts of Wit were grown. 
The Deeds of fierce TUpoUmus alarm'd 
My tender Soul, and all my Spirits charm'd. 
Each fatal Scene Grief to my Heart did (how^ 
Whatever they felt, I fuiFcr'd here for you. 
But virtuous Love propitious Heav'n befriends. 
My Hufband's fafe, on whom my Life depends ; 
Trey is overthrown, and all our Sorrow ends.' 
The Gr^aa»i .Triumph they at large declare. 
The Fall of lliuin^ and the Foes Defpalr. 
Old Men and tender Maids with Pleafare hear 
The fatal End of all their Griefs and Fear. 
The joyful Wife from foft Embraces now 
Will hardly time to hear thefe Tales allow. 
Forgets long Abfence, and renews her Vow. 

Some on the Tables their feign'd Combats draw. 
With fparing Bowls the Vidlor fpeaks his Joy, 
And with fpilt Wine defcribes the famous Troy ; 
Here, fays he, Priam's Palace did appear. 
The far-fam'd River Simois glided here ; 
Here 'twas Achilles fought, Ulyjfes too ; 
At that to guard my Heart my Spirits flew : 
Achilles* mighty Name pafs'd carelefs by. 
But at this Name Penelope could die. 
One ihows the Place where mangled Hi^or layy 
To fierce Achilles' Faiy made a Prey, 

Defcribes 
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Defcribes the Horfes which his Body drew, 
Taught by an Inftind they before ne'er knew. 
To fear the Man, whoxrould no more purfue. 
Breathlef^on Earth was laid the Soul oiTrty^ 
The Army's Triumph, and the City's Joy. 

This Nejior told your Son, whom my fond Hade 
Sent to enquire of Dangers which were pail. 
He told how Re/us was with D^ib/y flain^ 
Thefe tedious Tales did but augment my Pain, 
1 lillen'd ftill to hear of you again. 

How truly Valiant were you, tho' Unkind f 
You little thought of what you left behind, 
*When in the Night you ventur'd to invade 
The Tbracian Camp, my Soul was fill'd with Dread. 
Ailifted but by one their Strength you prove, 
I'oo flrong your Courage, but too weak your Love 

But what remains to me for Conquers pad. 
If, like that City, ftill my Hopes lie wade ? 
Your Prefence would my fpringing Joy renew ; 
Would Troy were glorious ftill, fo I had you. 

Others I fee their Vi^ories enjoy. 
Driving along the fatted Spoils of Troy : 
Th* unhappy Beads compell'd torn Rebels now. 
And where their Captive Mailers mourn, mull Plough 
Where barren Walls were once, now fruitful Fields 
Exped the Sickle, and glad Harveft yield* 
Still they ihfult upon the conquered Foes, 
Raifing their bury'd Liilibs with crooked Ploughs; 
Ev'n Death to them is not the End of Woes. 
Grafs grows, where once the Tow'rs erefted high 
Of ftately Ilium durft out-face the Sky. 

But 
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But why do I glad ViQories relate? 
I have no Conquefl, but the Conquered'* Fate. 
Thoa, mighty Victor, from my Arms art iledt 
Pefpair here triumphs, and my Comfort's dead ; 
Thy Image iUU I find within my Heart, 
Bat if thoa ftay^ft, with that and Life I part. 
Whatever Stranger lands upon our Shore, 
Thither I run, wing'd Hope fiies on before; 
1 aflc,. Where is my Lord f Will he return ? 
Is he in Health ? Or mud I ever mourn f 
Then to his Hands a Letter ftrait I give. 
And cry. Give this to him in whom I live* • • 

3ut if no quick Reply the Stranger makes, 
The fpringing Blood my trembling Cheeks forfakes. 
1 fear your Death, and more I fear your Scorn, 
I think Penelope is now forlorn, 
Vljuffes falfe« and all his Vows fbtfworn. 
I fent t,o Pylos to enquire for thee. 
But found thee there a Stranger as to me ; 
To Sparta^ but could there no Tidings hear : 
Where art ihott, myVlyJfes^ tell me where? 
Where doft thou hide thy felf t'increafe my Fear? 
^one of thy Vidories to me return, 
Jpolloh City's vanquifli'd, yet I mourn : 
Ah! would.it ftood, that Scene of Pomp and Pride, 
Then I (hould know where all my Hopes reilde : 
But now, alas! I know not where thou art, 
|idy Vows are turn'd, and help to break my Heart, 
^hat m^y be, tho' 'tis not,- augments my Care, . 
I kn#w not where to limit now my Fear ; - ^. 

G My 
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My Sorrows wander ki (6 Iturge a Fidd; 

I fear all Daggers Sea and Eartb can yield. 

Forgive, m^ dear l/ij^#» iffomocimet 

My eager Love dares tax ihy Heart of Crimetb 

I fometimes think fome crafty Stranger may 

Have made thy aUent wafid'rmg Heart a Prey i 

Where to make fare theVows to her are fwom*. 

Penelofe eaph Day is made a Scorn. 

Thou telPft her, the weak Diftaff is< my Care, 

I know no Art the ConifttJror toinAiare; 

The homely Duties of a Wife I proves 

Bat never knew to fix a wand^rii^ Love. 

When thus I think, I'm fiUM with deep Defjpasrs,. 

Then ilrait I rave, and chide away thofe Fears; 

I think thott'rt trne, and were it ia thy PowV 

Vljjes were Pene/ofe*8 this Honr. 

My Father adds to my infnUing Fate, 
Bidding me quit thofe ftobestand widow'd State ^ 
And laaghs to hear me feign fome weak.£xciife,. 
Rather than all my Vows aod Hopes abiife : 
But let him laugh, Fm thine and only thine, 
Tho* much I fear Uljjfis is not mine ; 
My fix'd Refolves at length baveGom^ner'd hin^ 
He thinks I may be trao without a. Crimea 

Slaves I have many, who afi«£l to move. 
But vainly tempt my &x*d and conftant Love : 
Vain, youthful, gay, endofd with all thofe.Arta 
Whiah captive and fecure lefs faithful Hearta ; 
They Lord it here o'er all,, now thon'it aoway^ 
Thy Wealth isthttfs, who blefsthy^kiadDciagr^. 
,A1^ but thy Wife to them is made a Prey. 
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Why iKMild I reckon vkf cack kated NanCa 

Hateful to tne» aa^ crnd to Af Fame? 

PyUuidtr^ Polffm anid MUon kero 

Are fierce thro' Pow'r» I teble thro* Deipuf* 

Why fhottld I name the 9l^ Smtymatimrf 

The can'd and covetous Jltimm T 

Vljuffkst tktie aad mom to tkf IK%raoc 

Li?e on thy Ridiet,. wkiler tky Heidt dbcreift y 

The mean MtlmttBm and poor Irm too 

Are ever in the way t'afiift the Crew, 

Whofe carelefs Riots all my Hopes undo i 

Albne upon thy Succour we depend, 

We are but Three, and weakly we defend ; 

I am a Woman* and Laertes old, 

Tilimacbus too young> the Foe too bold ; 

Telemacbus nigh loft the other Day, 

For he for Pjios had prepar'd his Way 

Againft my Will, who ne'er could have defignM 

Parting with th* only PMge you left behind. 

O may he live, that whetf I'm freed by Death, 

Uljiffes* Soul may in his Bofom breath. 

The little Family you left behind 

Thus pray for him, whom all the Gods defign'd 

Heir to thy Wealth, and to thy richer Mind* 

Laertes 'mongft his Foes is old and weak. 

His Pow'r decays, in vain his Help I feek. 

Your Son may live, the Foe may grow lefs flrong. 

As yet they're pow'rful, and their Hdpes are youngs 

Return, my wand'ring Lord, the on)y Scope, 

Of ali our Pxay'rs, the £nd of all our Hope ; 

G 1 . RetvA, 


1 


134 OvidV Epistles. 

Retarn, and teach yoar S009 like you, to know 

The Arts to govern, and fabdae a Foe ; 

Inftrudl his tender Years for Learning fit. 

His Blood is thine, and thine may be his Wit ; 

Return, and blefs Laertes, ere he dies. 

With thy dear Sight, then cloie his willing Eyes ; 

Return, and blefs thy Wife, whofe Youth decays 

With ihedding Tears at thy unkind Delays, 

;|BLetam« Life of om Hopest Light of our Days. 
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HYPSIPYLE TO JASON. 

By Mr. S E T ^ L E. 

The ARGUMENT. 

^ne Defire of gaining the Golden Fleece ^ put Jaibn «/«» 
* Voyage to Colchos. In his Paffage^ be flopped at the 
IJland of Lemnos, of nfjbich Place Hypfipyle nuas. 
then ^eenf fam'd for her Pious facing of her Father 
Thoas, in a general Majfacre of the Men there hj the 
Women of thai Country* Her Entertainment of Jafon 
Hvar Jo iindf as induced him to Jliy there t*wo Tears^ 
at the End of ivhich he left the IJland^ and the ^een, 
(then big ^with Child i J and after a thoufand Vo'ws of 
Conftancjt and fpeedy Return, purfues bis firft intend" 
ed Voyage, and arrives at Colchos, ivhere i£ta nvai 
King, Medea his Daughter falls in Lo*ve nxfiih JafoHt. 
Snd by her Charms be gcdn^d the Golden Fleece ; nuitb^ 
'whicbf and Medea, hefaiPd home to Theffaly. Hyp- 
fipyle, bearing of his Landing ivith her' more happy] 
Ri<val Medea, fwrites him this Epiflle, 

LA den, they fay, with 74/^>i's Golden Prize, 
Proud Argos in TheJfaliaH Harbour lies. 
I would Congratulate your fafe Return ; 
But from your Pen I ihoctld that Safety learn. 
When from my flighted Coaft you bore away^ 
Spight of the Winds, you (how'd lefi Faith than They. 

G 3 IF 
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If 'twat too much t'eojoy my deareft Lord, 
Bare I deferWd one Line, one tender Word* 
Why did Fame firft, and not their ConquVor» (how. 
How War's fierce God faw his tam'd Buills at Plow. 
How th' Earthoborn Warriors rofe, and how they fell 
By their own Swords, without your^coaqu'ring Steel* 
How in your Charms the fecter'd Dragon lay, 
Whilil yoar bold H^d bore the carl'd Gold away. 
When doubtful Tongues (hall ya/om^s Wonders teU, 
Would I could fay, See here's my Oracle. 
But tho' unkind Love's Silence I deplore, 
Your Heart Hill mine, I would defire no more. 
But ah, that Hope is vain ;— a Witch deftroyt 
My fancy'd Pleafurcs, and my promis'd Joy«. 
Would I could fay (but oh, Love's Fears too ftrOBgt) 
Would I could fay, I guilclefs ya/on wrong. 
Lately a Gueft came from th' HemQuian Land : 
My Door fcarce reach'd, with Tranfport I demand 
How fares my J a/on f His fad Look he bore, 
Fixt with an ominous Silence on the Floor. 
My Robes I tore, and thus, with Horror, cryM» 
tfives he? or with one Wound both Hearts muft bleed Y 
He lives, faid he ; to which I made him fwear ; 
He fwore by Heav'n, yet I retaih'd my Fear. 
My Senfe returnM to alk your Deeds; he faid. 
That the yok'd Bulls of Man in Chains you led s 
The Snakes own Teeth a Crop of Heroes bore, 
Whilft a rough uative Cafe their Linxba kdkt o*er ) 
Aud faiy their own.Inteftine Fury flain ; 
One Day^s fiiort Age ooopktfa their aftivo Reiga« 

Agai&ft 
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AgaiQ I ai;. Does vny dkar yajom live ? 

Such Ebbs and Flows Love's Fears and Hopes do give; 

He fatally proceeds, and with much Art 

Would hide, yet ihews the Falienels of your Heart. 

Ah, Where's yoar Noptial Faith, that flatt'iing Stile^ 

Love's Torch, more lit to Hght my Fan'Tal Pile ! 

I have no lawleft Plea to Jafon*% Love ; 

Juno and Ifymm oar joft Chaplets wove : 

Ah no! not thefe mild Gods: Erimif^s* Hand» 

At our cvrft Rites, held her infernal Bvand* 

Why to my Lmatoi did yoor Veilel fleer ? 

Or why» ibnd Pool, did I admit yon here ? 

Here no bright Ram with golden Glory iliooc;^ 

Nor was mfLtmms the JBtum Throne. 

At firfl (bat Fates nil £iint Refislves withaand) 

I thought t'expel yon with aiemale Hand* 
The Lmmmi Ladies are in Arms wcU ikill'd : 
Their Guard has been ny Lifers iecnfeft Shieldw 
Bnt in vkj City, Roo( my Sonl ieceiv'd. 
For two bleft Years my darling J^fim fiv'd. 
Forc'd the third Snmmer to a fiui Farewel, 
Mixt with his Tears thde parting Aocents ftU. 
Do not at ovr divided Fates fepine» 
Thine I depart, to return ever Thine* 
May our yet unborn Pledge five lon]|, to pmve 
The Objea of its Rival Paraiti Love, 
rfwixt Sighs and Tears, thro* thde lidfe Gales did* pent 
Thefe falfer ShowVa, . till Grief oooU ipeik ao more. 
Yon were the InA theiktal Arg^ reack^, 
Whofe fwelling Sails th' o^esMfy Winds Jmd^ftntdi*d. 
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The furrowing K«el the Sea's green Surface plow'd : 
You to the Shore, to th' Seas I gazing bow d. 
In hafte I ran to an adjacent Tow'r ; 
My Tears o'er all my Face and Bofom fhow V« 
There my wet Eyes my wafted Soul purfue. 
And ev'n beyond their natural Opticks flew. 
A thoufand Vows for your Return I made j 
You arc return'd, and they fliould now be paid/ 
My Vows for curs'd Medea's Triumphs pay 1 
My Heart to Grief, my Love to Rage gives way. 
Shall I deck Temples, and make Altars fliine^ 
For that falfe Man that lives, but lives not mine ! 
I never w^s fccurc. 'Twas my long Dread, 
You by your Father's Choice a GneA might Wei* 
To no Gr/^i firide, t'an unexpefledFoe,. 
My Wounds 1 1' a Barbarian Harlot owe : 
One who by Spelh ind Herbs, dees Hearts forrprift t 
Nor are her Slaves the Trophies of her Eyes. 
She from 'her Courfe the flruggling Moon would hold^ 
The Sun himfelf in Magick Shades infold ; 
She curbs the Waves, and ftops the rapid Floods, ' 
And from their Seats removes whole Rocks and Wooda. 
With her dtflievelPd Hair the wand'ring Hag 
Does half-burnt Bones from their warm Aihes drag. 
In molten Wax, tho' abfent, kills by Art, 
Arhi'd with her Needle, goars a tortur'd Heart*. 
Nay, what Deiert and Forih fhould only movc» 
By Philters (he fectt res her J^il^ff*s Love. 
How can you doat on fuch infernal Charmt» 
And ileep feciirely in a Sjru^i Arms ? 
; . - You, 
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You, as the Balls, ihe does t'her Yoke fubdae. 

And as (he tam'd the Dragon, Conquers you. 

Tho' your great Deeds, and no lefs Race you boaft* 

Link'd to that Fiend your fullied Fame is loll. 

Nay by the cenfunng World 'tis juftly thought. 

Your Conquefts by her Sorceries were wrought ; 

And the Phryxean Ram's Triumphant Oar, 

They fay, not Jafimi but Medea bore. 

This Northern Bride your Parents difapprove; 

Confult your Duty in your Nobler Love. 

Let fome wild Seytbian her loath'd Bed poiTefs, 

A Miftrefs only fit for Savages. 

Ja/oHt more fal(e, more changeable than Wind, 

Have Vows no Weight, and Oaths no Pow'r to bind t 

Mine you departed : ah, return mine too. 

Let my kind Arms their long-loil Scenes renew. 

If high Birth, and great Names your Heart can turn^ 

Know, Pm the Royal Thoas^ Daughter bom* 

Bacchus my Grandfire is, whofe Bride divine 

All lefler Conflellations doea out-fhine. 

My Dow'r Thefe and Fertile Lemnos make. 

All thefe and me, thy Equal Title, take. 

Nay Pm a Mother : A kind Father be. 

And foften all the Pains Pve borne for thee. 

Yes Heav'n with Twins has bleii our Genial Bed; 

And would you in their Look their Father read? 

His treacherous Smiles they are too young to wear. 

In all things elfe you'll find your Figure there : 

Pad fent thofe Envoys in thefe Letters- (lead, 

Both for their own and Mother's Wrongs to plead, 

G.J Had 
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Had not their 3tepd«iiit'i Mwrthm bid 'em Aay s 

Too dear a Trtafwc for that MooAer'i Prey. 

Woild ]Mr deaf Rftfe» that ftat ker Brothcr't SoneH 

Spare my. yoaag Bloody or hear their tender Gioana^ 

Yet in yxMr Arms this dearer Traitreis lies; 

Above apy Tr«th» yon this fidle Fbis*ner |Nrizc» 

This mean Adult'raie Wretch was bafeiy kind ; 

Love^i facred Lamp onr chafte Embraces joinM i 

Her Father fhe betrayed, nuae iives by aie» 

I Iif»MM' Pride» (be C^Jb^' iafiimy. 

And thns her Guilt my Piety oiit?ief» 

Whilft with her Crimes her Dow'r year Heart Ae b»ya» 

f alfe Man, I blanie» not wonder at the Rage " 

O' th' Lemm'am Dames ; Wrongs do all Arms engage* 

Suppofey in Vengeance to yonr Gttilt» jnft Heav'a 

Had on. my Shore the perjor'd J^yom driv'n ; 

Whilft I with my yoong Twins to meet yon came» 

And made yon call on Rocks to hide your Shamc« 

How cookL yon look upon my Sons and Me ? 

Traitor^ what Pains, what; Death too bad for thee i ' 

Perhaps indeed I y^Jim had not hurt* 

Bat *tis my Mercy more than his Defer! t 

The Harlot*s Blood had fprinkled all the Place* 

Dalh'd in your faitfakfs^ and once charming Face*. 

I to Mtdia^ (honld MiileA prove : 

And \ij9V€ hears the Pray'rs of ii^nr'd Love, 

May^that loath'd Bag» that has my Bed enjoy'd» 

Be by my Fate and her own Arts deftroy'd. 

Like me a Mother, and a Wife forlorn.. 

Be from her Ranih'd Lord and Children tora» 

May 
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May her ill-gotten Trophies never laft, 

Biit round tSre World be th' hunted Monilef chacM« 

Thofe Dooms her Sire^ and murtherM Brother mec» 

Majr fhe t'her Hnlbaiid and her Seat itpeat. 

Driv'n from the World* let her attempt the Skiei, 

'Till in Defpair by her own Hand ihe dies. 

Thos wrong'd Thomntim pr^yB, yosr Uvft corft Refll* 

nant lead^ 
^n BxecraUe Pair, In a Detefted Bed. 
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MEDEA TO JASON. 
By Mr, r J r E. 

The ARGUMENT. 

Jafbn arrives *wUb his Companions at ColchoSy nvherw 
the Golden Fltece ivas kept, 'uthicb before be can obtain^. 
• be is to undertake fi'veral Adventures ; Jirfi to yoke tbt^ 
Wild Bullsy tben to fonu tbe Serpeut*s Teetb ; from 
%vbence Jbould inftantfy rife an Armj^ luitb ^wbicb bt 
mufi encounter \ and laftly to make bis P-aJfage by tbe 
Dragon tbat never Jlept, In order to tbis^ be Joliutt 
Medea, Daughter to tbe King^ and Jklllful in Charmt^ 
by lAjho/e AJJifiance (on Promi/e of Lq^e) be gains tbi 
Prixe* Tben flies ivitb ber j tbe King purfuei tbem^ 
Medea kills ber little Brotberf fcatters bis LimSs, antt 
nAjbilft tbe King flays to gather tbem up^ ef capes nuith 
bet Lover into Theflaly ; luhere Jhe rejlores decrepit 
JE(oTi to bis Toutb, Qn tbe fame Promife perfuaJes 
Pelias bis Daughters to let out tbeir Father* s Blood f hut 
deceitfully leaves tbem Guilty of Parricide. For tbis^ 
and other Crimes^ Jafbn cafls ber off: Marries Creiifa 
Daughter to Creon King of Corinth ; on vabicb the 
enraged Medea, according to the various tranfports of 
her PaJJion^ varites this complainings footbing^ and 
menacing Epiflle* 
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£T I found leifare» tho' a Qae6n» to free 
By Magick Arts tjiy Gruian Friends and thee ^ 
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The Pates (hould then have finifli'd, with my Reign^i 

The Life that fince was one continu'd Pain* 

Who woald have dreamt the Yoi>th of diftant Gruct, 

Should e'er have faiPd to feize the Phtygiatf Fleece I 

That th' Jrgo (hould in View of Colcifci ride ! 

A Grecian Army flem the Phafian Tide! 

Why were thofe Snares, thy Locks, fo tempting made ! 

A Tongue fo falfe, fo powerful to perfuade ! 

No doubt but he that had ib raihly fought 

Our Shore, with the fierce Bulls unipelPd had fbughtt 

And fondly too th' Arms-bearing Seed had fowny 

*Till by the Crop the Tiller were o'erthrown. 

How many Frauds had then expir*d with thee ! 

As many killing Griefs rtmov'd from me ! 

'Tis fome Relief, when ill Returns are made. 

With Favours done th' Ungrateful to upbraids 

This TriumpE will afford fome little Eafe, 

Falfe Jafon leave me this ' . ' 

When firft your doubtful Veflel reach'd our Port^ 
And you had Entrance to my Father's Court ; 
There was I then, what now your new Bride's hert» 
My Royal Father might with hers compare. 
With Princely Pomp was yoiir Arrival grac'd. 
The meanefl Gruk on T^rian Beds we plac'd. 
Then fix ft I gaz'd my Liberty away ! 
And date my Ruin from that fatal Day \ 
Fate pu(ht me on, and with your Charms combin'cf; 
I view'd your fparkltng Eyes, 'till I was blind. 
You ibon- perceiv'd, for who couM ever hide 
A Flame (bat by its owo Liight h dtkry^di 

But 
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But aow ciMt Talk'i piopcia'ilf and thoa ai«ft teflM 

I1ie BuUi wub bnneea Hooii, aad Breath ofFkmr. 

Wttk cbefe the fatal Fhhi thovi art to Plow!^ 

Fron wkence a iiiddaa Hoft of Foes maft ^rair* 

Thofe Daaiers paft» ftill to the Gokkn Prey 

The baleful fiery Dragon gaardf the Way. 

Thai fpake the King ; your Kmghto Hart from the Feaft» 

And ev'n your Cheeks a^Mde Defpair cOaleft. 

Where then was yonr ador'd Creiifi^s Dow'r ? 

And where her Father Crtm'9 boafled Pow'r? 

Sad went'fi thoa forth 1 »y pitying Eye* parfae^ 

I figh'd, and after fent a foft Adieu I 

In reftleis Tears I fpent that tedioos Ni^t# 

Prefenting ftill thy Dangers to my Sight; 

The Savage Balls» and moie the fairage Ho^ 

Bat th' horrid Serpent did affright am moft 1 

Thus toil with Fear and Love, (Pear fweUM the Flant) 

.My Sifter early to my Apartment came 1 

Sad and dejeded (he farpria'd me theret 

With Eyes diftilHng, and diihevell\l Hair; 

On yonr behalf flie foaght me, noc coa'd crafe 

My Aid for you, fe freely as I gave ! 

A Grove there is> an awfol gloomy Siiade^ 
Too clofe for ev'n the San himielf tfinvade; 
Thefe Woods with great Dimaa*» Fane was grac'd^ 
r th' midft the Goddeis in high Tr^s pUed. 
There (if that Place you can remember ^ef. 
Who have forgotten me) *twas there we met. 
Then, thas in loft deluding Sounds yon £iid ■ ■■ 
<« Take Pi^ on oar Sttff'rings^ itoyal Maid! 

<< Reft 
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«< Reft pleasM, Thou Imft the Pow*r fo IdlU bot pf# 
*< ProoA of Divmcr Might, and oiake m Lire I 
^* By ovr Diftreifes, (wkkh tky Art akme 
*< Has Pow'r to fiiC€Otir>) By xk* all-teiDg Sa% 
^ By the chafte Deity that governs here, 

. <« And what-e'cr eUe yoa Sacred bold or I>ear» 
•* Take pity on our Yooth, and bind lis fiill 
** Eternal Servants to Medtm'% Will 1 
^ And if a Stranger's Form can toach yo«r Mind* 
« (If fttch bleft Fate was eler for me defignM I) 
<< This Fielh to Diift difibWe, this Spirit lo Air» 
•* When I thinic any bat Hhdea Fain 
** Be canidoas Jamf witneis to my Vow» 
« And this dread Goddefs at whofe ^riae we bow» 
Year charming Tongue ftopt here, and left the reft 
To be by yet more pow'ribl Tears cxpreft. 
I yield— *-^ and by my Art inftrnd yon now. 
To yoke the Brais-hooft Bulls, and make Vm ploww 
Then with a daring Hand yon few the Fields 
That for an Harreft does an Army yield ; 
£v'n I look pale, that gave the pow'rfal Charm^ 
To fee the wondrons Crop oi flittiing Arms 1 
'Till th' Earth-born Brothers in fierce Battle join'd» 
Their fndden Lives more faddeniy refiga'd : 
The Serpent next, a yet more dangerous Toii» 
With fcaly Bolbm plows the yielding SoU^ 
O'erfhades the Field with vaft expanded Wings, " 
And brandifiies in Air his tkreatning Stings! 
Where was Creiifa at this needful hour ? 

, Where then wefcherfiua'dChaonsaad matdilelsDowV? 

Mtdtm 
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Medeoi that Medta^ that is now 

Defpis'd, thooght poor, held guilt)r too by yoa 

Twas flie that charm'd the wakeful Dragon's Sight, 

Gave yon the Fleece, and then fecar-d your Flight : 

To merit you, what could I more have done ? 

My Father I betray, my Coantry (bun. 

And all the Hazards of an Exile ran ! 

Tho% whilft I yield me thus a RobbePs Prisee, 

My tender Mother in my Abience dies. 

And at her Feet my breathlefs Sifter lies. 

Why left I not my Brother too ? > cold Fear 

Arreils my Hand, and I muft finilh here ! 

This Hand that tore the Infant in oar Flight, 

What then it dar'd to ad, dreads now to write. 

To the rough Seas undaunted I repair ; 
For after*Guilt, what can a Woman fear ? 
Why TcapM our Crimes thofeSeas? we! ihould have dy'd$ 
For Falfhood thou, and I for Parricide, 
The jaAling liles (hould there have daih*d our Bones, 
And hang us Piece-meal oh the ragged Stones; 
Or ^cflla gorg'd us in his rav'nous Den, 
Wrong'd Scylla thus IhouM ufe ungrateful Men ! 
Cbaryhdis too ihoa'd in our Fate have fbarM, 
Nor ought of our fad Wreck her Whirl-pool fpar'd* 
Yet fafe we reach your Shore: the Phrygian Fleece 
Is made an Off'ring to the Gods of Greece^ 

The Pilian Daughters pious Bloody Deed 
I pafs, that raflily made their Father bleed ; 
Your Safety 'twas that drew me to this Fraud : 
The Q uilt that others blame, you ihou'd applaud ! 

Bat 
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Bat 'ftead of Thanks, yoor Court I am forbid: 

Your felf forbad me, faithlefs Jafon did ! 

With none but my two Infants I depart. 

And Jafon* s Form, that ne*er forfakes my Heart* 

At length thy Rev'ling Nuptial Songs farprize 

My wounded £ar» thy Nuptial Torch my Eyes % 

The Rabble fhout, the Clamour nearer drew. 

And as it came more near, more dreadful grew : 

My Servants- weep in Corners, and refufe 

Th' ingratefal Talk of fuch unwelcome News! 

I yet forbear t' enquire, tho* ftill my Breaft 

The dreadful Apprehenfions did fuggeft. 

My youngeft Boy now from the Window fpy'd 

'The coming Pomp, and jocund thus he cryM, 

*^ Look Mother, look \ fee where my Father rides^ 

** With (hining Reins his Golden Chariot guides^ 

At this, my pale forfaken Bread I tore, 

Hot fpar'd the Face, whofe Beauties tharm no more* 

Alas! what did I fpare ! fcarce cou'd I fpare 

m 

My Honour, fcarcely thee, cou'd fcarce forbear 
To force my PaiTage to the Chariot now. 
And tear the (jarland from thy pei^ur'd Brow. 
Offended Father, now thy Griefs-difcharge I 
My Brother's Blood is now revenged at large. 
The Man (for whom I fled and injur'd thee! 
Whofe Love ible Comfort of my Flight cou'd be) 
Th' ungfatefnl Man has now forfaken me! 
I tam'd the Bulls, and coa'd the Serpenti bind. 
But for perfidious Love no Spell can fi«d : . 
The Dragon's baleful Fires my Arts fuppeft, - 
But not the Flames that rage within my Bread. 
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In Love my pow'rfalPft Herbs are ukkik inadcw ' 

In vain is Hteaft AumnonM 10 aay Aid; 

1 figh the Day, the Night in Watches fyeni. 

No SI ambers eo my careful fif«ws defcaid: 

With Poppies Juice in vain my Eyes I ileep. 

And try xhe Chara that made the Dragon fleep. 

I only reap no Pro£t from ny Charms ! 

They fav'd, but fav'd thee for my Rival's Arms 1 

There, 'caufe ^u know the Theme will gi;iVii^\ be. 

Perhaps yfmVe fo unjuK t'exclaim on mc 1 

To tax my Manners^ rally «a my Face, 

And make th' AduU'reft Sport with my Di%imce ! 

Laugh on, proud Dame; but know thy Fate is njgh^ 

When thou flialt yet more wretcHed be then I; 

When wr^ong 'd Mtdsm unreveng'd its ftill« 

Sword» Flame, and Poifon, have forfoi to Kill* 

If Pray Vs the flinty JafmH Breaft can move* 
My jttft Complaint will lure fucceisful pro^» 
Stretch'd at thy F^et a fiippliant Priacefs fee ; 
Such was thy Fofture, when (he ptty*d thee. 
And tho' a Wife's 4iicaided Title faiU 
My Infants Hill are thine, let them prevail t 
So much tb'are tbkie, fomudi ihy LikencA bear^ 
Each Look I caft, is:lbllow'4 by « Tsar. 

Now by the Gods, hy aU our paft Delights, 
By thofe dear Ple4g;es of ^ur Am'tous Nighti» 
Reilore to me thy Love; I «laim my Dee^ 
9e to my Merit, and thy Pivmfe true. 
I afk thee not what I perfbra'd for tbeew 
To fet mefiMi iefce Jtalls end Slrr|ic»ts firee ; 
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I ooly crave thy Love, thy Love rcftore. 

For which I've done fo miichy and fnffer'd more. 

Do'ft thoa demand a Dow'r?— 'twas paid that Da/ 

When thou didfl bear the Golden Fleece away : 

Thy Life's a Dow'r, and thy dear PoU'wers Health, 

The Yoath of Greea; weigh thefe with Cnott^s Wealth, 

To me thou ow'ft that thoa art Crecti*s Heir, 

That now thoa liv'ft to call Creiifii Fair ! 

Yoa've wrong'd me all, and on you all— but hold^ 

I form Revenge, too mighty to be told ! 

My Thoughti are &ow to th' otoaoft Rain bent 1 

Perhaps I ftall the fiital Rage repent* 

Bat OA«— <-»fof I (whate'er the Mifehief be) 

Shall left repent than that I trufted thee 1 

Tke God alone that rages in my BvenfU 

Can iee the dark Revenge my Thoughts fiiggeft : 

I only know 'twill ioon eftAed be. 

And when it comes, be Vnft, and Wortky «•» 


"W 
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PHiEDRA TO HIPPOLYTUS. 


By Mr. O T IV A T. 

The ARGUMENT. 

Thefeas, the Son o/JEgeuSf banking Jlain the Minotaar^ 
frtmifid to Ariadne the Daughttr of Minos and Pa» 
fiphae, for tht AJpftanct nubicb flu govt bim, to cany 
ber borne noitb bim, and make ber bis Wife : So toge^ 
ther nvitb ber Sifter Phxdra tbey <went on Board and 
faiPd to Chios, luhere being 'warned by Bacchus, be left 
Ariadne, and Married ber Sifter Phaedra ; *who affer^^ 
wuardsf in Thefeus ber Hufband^s Abfence^ fell in Lo^a 
Mufiib Hippolytus ber Son-in-La^w, wobo bad *uonued 
Celibacy, and 'was a Hunter : ^wberef ore fince ft^e could 
eiot conveniently otberavifcf Jbe cbofe by tbis EpiftU togi*u§ 
him an Account of her PaJJion» 

IF ThoaVt unkind, I ne*er (hall Health enjoy; 
Yet much I wi(h to thee, my ^ovely Boy : 
Read this, and reading how my Soul is feiz'd, 
Rather than not, be with my Ruin pleasM : 
Thus Secrets fafe to fartheil Shores may move: 
By Letters Foes converfe, and learn to love. 
Thrice my fad Tale, as I to tell it try'd, 
Upon my fauU'ring Tongue abortive dy'd, 
Long Shame prevailed, nor could be conquerM quite. 
But what I bluA to (peak. Love made me write« 

'TIS 
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Is dang*rous to rcfift the PowV of Love, 
The Gods obey hiin» and he's King above : 
He clear'd the Doubts that did my Mind confound^ 
And promised me to bring Thee hither bound: 
Oh may he come, and in that Breail of thine 
Fix a kind Dart, and make it flame like mine ! 
Yet of my Wedlock Vows Til lofe no Care i 
Search bapk thro' all my Fame, thou'lt find it fair. 
But Love long breeding, to worfl Pains does turn; 
Outward unharm'd. within, within I bum ! 
As the young Bull or Courfer yet untamM, 
When yok'd or bridl'd firft, are pinch'd and maim*d» 
So my unpradtis'd Heart in Love can find 
No Reft, th' unwonted Weight ib tolls my Mind* 
When young. Love's Pangs by Arts we may remove. 
But in our riper Years with Rage we love. 
To thee I yield then all my dear Renownj 

« 

And pr'ythee let's tpgediei^ be undone. 

Who would not pluck the new-blown blufhing Rofe, 

Or the ripe Fruit that Courts him as it grows ? 

But if my Virtue hitherto has gain'd 

Eileem for Spotlefs, ihall it now be flain'd/ 

Oh in thy Love I ihall no Hazard run ; 

'Tis not a Sin, but when 'tis couHely done« 

And now ihould Juno yield her Jo«vi to me, 

I'd quit that Jove^ Hippolyiusf for thee : , 

Believe me too with (trange Defires I change^ 

Among wild Beails I long with Thee to range. 

To thy Delights and Delia I incline. 

Make her my Godd^s too, becaafe ihc's thine : , 
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I long to know the Wbods, to drive the Deer, 
And o*er the Mountains Tops my Hoonds to dieftr. 
Shaking my Dart ; then, the Chaoe ended,' lie 
StretchM on the Grafs : And would^ft not thoo lie h^f 
Oft in light Chariots I with Pleafiire ride. 
And love my felf the furious Steeds to goide. 
Now like a Bacchanal mott wild I f^rsy. 
Or old CySeVs Prieffs, as mad as they 
When ander Tda*9 HiU'they Offerings paf : 
Ev'n mad as thoft the Deities of Night 
And Water, Fawu and Dryads- do affright* 
Bat fliii each little Interval I gain, 
Eafily find 'tis Love breeds all my Paxfl. 
Sure on our Race Love like a Fate does fait^ 
And Fenut will have Tribute of us all* 
Jiw€ lov'd Europa^ whence my Faither ctfaM, 
And, to a Ball transform^, enjoy'd the Danle : 
She, like my Mother, langdifht to obraiiif. 
And fillM her Womb with Shame as well as Pain-: 
The faidxlefs Thfns by my Sifter's Aid 
The Monitor flew, and a fafe Conqaei^ madtf : 
Now in that Family my Right to fave, 
, I am at lafl on the lame Termt a Slave; 
*Twas fatal ra my Sifter, and to me. 
She lov'd thy Father, but my Cho!t% was thee. 
Let Monuments of Triumph then be fhown^ 
For two unhappy Nymphs by you andbnv. 
When firfl: our Vows were to Eleufis paid* 
Woold I had in a Crttan Grave been laid : 
/Twas there thoa didlt a pcrfca Cdnqoeib gain* 
Whilft Love's fierce Fever rag'd in cv'ry Vein ; 

Whait 
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Whke w«t thj Robe, a Garlind deck'd Hiy^ Htad : 

A modeil Blaih thy comely Face o'erfpread. 

That Face which may be terrible in Armr; 

Bot graceftii i^em'd to me, and fall of Charms t 

I love the Man wbofe Faflrion's leaft hit Cafe, 

And haft my %tmn CoxvmiAn fine and fair ; 

For whilft thus plain thy cardeft Loeks let Hy, 

Th^ nnpoli(h*d Form it beauty in my Eye. 

If thou but ride, or (hake the trembling Darf, 

I fix my Eyes, and wonder at thy- Art : 

To fee thee poife tlie Jaf^in^ oevev Delfght, 

And all thou 6isA W lowdji in my* Sight : 

But to the Woods thy Cruelty refign> 

Nor treat it with fo poor a Life as mine ; 

Mttft cold Diana be ador'd sdone ; 

Muft (he have all thy Vows^ and Fhmt mumt 

That Pleafure palU if 'tis' enjoyed toa long; 

Love makesrthe wenry firm, die fi^bie-ftKing. 

For Cy«/^MVfalce uiybend and enie thyBonr'; 

Elfe to thy Arm ^wiU weak and ufeleis grow. 

Famous was^ C^mliu in Wbod' and Plain, 

And by him many a Bwar and Aar/wasilun^ 

Yet to Aurtirdt Love ht £d indine^ 

Who wifely left €4d Age for Tt)Bth like thine. 

Under the fpivsding Slindt* her Am'rous Bdy, 

Tht kar AdMiSf A^Awn cou*d' enjoy; 

Atlantt^% Love too HkliaffT fought^ 

And to her Tribute paid of all be oaugfat : 

Be thott and I the next bleft Syivan Piur : 

Where Love's a Stranger^ Woodsbcit Tithsu 9xe. 

mm 
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With thee, thro' dangeroat Ways unknown before. 

ril rove, and fearlefs face the dreadful Boar. 

Between two Seas a little Ifibmus lies* 

Where on each Side the beating Billows riie» 

There in Trazaui I thy Love will meet. 

More bleft and pleas'd than in my Native Cnt€. 

A I we coald wiih. Old Tbifius is away 

At Tbeffalyj where always let him ftay 

With his Ferith^us^ whom well I fee 

PreferrM above Hippolytus or me. 

Nor has he only thas expreft his Hate ; 

We both have fuffer'd Wrongs of mighty Weight : 

^y Brother firfl he cruelly did flay. 

Then from my Sifter falfly run away ; 

And left expos'd to every Beaft a Prey : 

A warlike Queen to thee thy Being gave, 

A Mother worthy of a Son fo brave. 

Prom cruel Tlnjius yet her Death did find. 

Nor tho' ihe gave him thee, could make him kind* 

Unwedded too he murdered her in fpight. 

To Baftardize, and Rob thee of thy Right : 

And if, to wrong th^e more, two Sons Tve brought. 

Believe it his, and none oiFbadrt^% Fault : 

Rather, thou faireft Thing the Earth contains, 

I wifli at 4rft r^ti ^f^ of Mother's Pains : 

How can'ft thou reverence then thy Father's Bed« 

From which himfelf fo abjeAly is fled ? 

The Thought affrights not pie, but me infl^mesj 

Mother and Son are Notions, very Names 

Of worn-out Piety, in fafiiion then 

lyh^n old dull Saturn ruPd the Race of Men : 

But 
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But braver Jo*ui taught PleaTore Waa no SiD» 
And with his Sifter did himfelf begin. 
Neamefs of Blood, and Kindred beil we prove. 
When we exprefs it in the clofeft Love. 
Nor need we fear our Fault fhould be reveaPd : 
'Twill under near Relation be conceal'd. 
And all who hear our Loves, with Praife fliall erowh 
A Mother's Kindneis to a grateful Son. 
No Need at Midnight in the Dark to dray, 
T'unlock the Gates, and cry, My Love, this Way, 
No bufy Spies our Pleafures to betray. 
But in one Houfe, ai heretofore, we'll live. 
In publick KiiTes take, in publick, give : 
Tho' in my Bed thcu'rt feen, 'twill gain Applaufe 
From all, whilil none have Senfe to guefs the Caufe : 
Only make hafle, and let this League be ilgn'd ; 
So may my Tyrant Love to thee be kind. 
.For this I am an humble Suppliant grown ; 
No^ where are all my Boafts of Greatnefs gone? 
I fwore I ne'er wou'd yield, refolv'd to fight, 
Deceiv'd by Love, that's feldom in the right : 
Now on my own I crawl, to clafp thy Knees : 
What's decent no true Lover cares or fees : 
Shame, like a Beaten Soldier, leaves the Place^. 
But Beauty's Blulhes iliU are in my Face, 
Forgive this fond ConfefSoo which I make. 
And then fome Pity on my SuiF'rings take« 
What though 'midil Seas my Father's Empire lies ? 
Tho' my great Grandfire thunder from the Skies f 
What tho' my Father's Sire, in Beams dreft gay» 
DrWes round the burning Chariot of the Day ? 

H Their. 
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Their Honqar all in me to Love's a Slave, 
Then tho' thou wilt not me, their Honoitr fare ; 
J9^i% f^ttcitt lil^nd, Crm^ in Dow'r I'll l^iiig» 
And there (hall my Hfpofytw be King : 
For Femtj^ fake th^i| hear and grant my Pray V« 
So may'ft thou never love s| fcornful Fair ; 
In f ieldi fo may Diana grace thee ilUl, 
And €v*ry Wood afford thee Game to kill ;. 
So may the Moantaiii Gods and Satyrs all 
B^ kind, lb may the. Boar before thoe fall. 
So may the Water-Nympha in Heat of Day, 
Though thou their Sex defpife, thy Third alljiy^ 
Millions of Tears ^o tbefe my Pray'rs I join^ 
Which aa tbon re^'ll wittf thoi^ d^r 
Think that thou feed the Streams tl^tfipw 


I join* % 

Eyes of tbiae, C 
fipw from mine. ) 
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DIDO TO iENEAS. 

By Mr. D R r D E N. 

The ARGUMENT. 

JEncsiS, the Son of Venus ami Anchiiesy having at thi 
DeftruQion of Troy, fa-ved bis Gods^ his Father ami 
Son Afcanius from the Fire^ put to Sea ivith tnuenty 
Sail of ShipSy and having been long tojl 'with Tempejisp 
ivas at lafi caft upon the Shore of Libya, *wheri ^uem 
Diclo, (fjingfrom the Cruelty £/* Pygmalion her Brother ^ 
nvho had killed Jjcr Hufband Sichaeus) had lately huilt 
Carthage. She entertained M'atdA and his Fleet luith' 
great Ci'vility^ fell pajponately in Love <witb him, 
and in the End denied him not the laft Favours* But 
Mercury admonijhing iEneas to go infearcb of Italy, 
(a Kingdom promi/ed him hy the Gods) he readilj 
prepared to obey him. Dido foon perceived it^ and 
having in vain try^d all other Means to engage bitm 
to ft ay i at laft in defpair nvrites to him as follows. 

SO, on Meander*s Banks, when Death is nigh. 
The mournful S^wan fings her own Elegy « 
Not that I hope, (for oh, that Hope were vain f) 
By Words your loft Affefticm to regain ; 
But having loft whatever wxs worth my Care, 
Why •fliouid I fear to lofe a dying Pray*r f 
•Tis then rcfolWd poor Dido muft be left, 
Of Lifc» of Honour, and of Love bereft! 

H 2 While 
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While yoa» with ioofen*d Sails, and Vows» prepare 
To feek a Land that flies the Searcher's Care. 
Nor can my riling Tow'rs your Flight reftrain. 
Nor fay new Empire, ofRsr'd you in vain. 
Built Walls you (hun, nnbuilt you feek; that Land 
Is yet to Conquer; but you this Command. 
Suppofe you landed where your Wiih defign*d. 
Think what Reception Forieigners would find. 
What People is fo void of common Senie, 
To vote Succeflion from a Native Prince ? 
Yet there new Scepters and new Loves you (eek ; 
Mew Vows to plight, and plighted Vows to break. 
When will your Tow'rs the Height of Carthage know f 
Or when your Eyes difcern fuch Crowds below ? 
If fuch aTown, and Subjedts you couM fee, 
$till wott*d you want a Wife who lov*d like me. 
For, oh, I burn, like Fires with Incenfe bright : 
^ot holy Tapers flame with purer Light : 
r ^uios is my Thoughts perpetual Theme ; 

Their daily Longing, and their nightly Dream. 
Yet he*s ungrateful and obdurate fiill : 
Pool that 1 am to place my Heart fo ill ! 
My felf I cannot to my felf reflore s 
Still I complain, and llill 1 love him more. • 
Have pity, Cupid^ on my bleeding Heart, 
And pierce thy Brother's with an equal Dart. 
I rave : Nor caoft thou Fenu^ Offspring be. 
Love's Mother could not bear a Son Hke thee. 
From hardened Oak, or from a Rock's cc^d Wornb^ 
At lead thou art from fome fierce Tjgri/s come % 

Or, 
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Or, on rough Seas, from their Foundation tom» 
Got by the Winds, and in a Temped born : 
Like that which now thy trembling Sailors fear : 
Like that, whofe Rage fliould ftill detain thee here* 
Behold how high the foamy Billows ride ! 
The Winds and Waves are on the jufler fide. 
To Winter Weather and a ftormy Sea 
1*11 owe, what rather I would owe to thee* 
Death thou deferv'ft from Heav'n's avenging Laws t 
But Vm unwilling to become the Caufe* 
To fliufn my Love, if thou wilt feek thy Fate, 
*Ti6 a dear Purchafe, and a coftly Hate. 
Stay bat a little, 'tiil the Teinpeil ceafe. 
And the loud Winds are lulFd into a Peace ! 
May all thy Rage, like theirs, nnconflant prove ! 
And fo it will, if there be Pow'r in Love. - 
Know'ft thou not yet what Dangers Ships fudain ? 
So often wreckM, how dar'fl thoa tempt the Main^ 
Which, were it fmooth, were t^*ry Wave aiteep, 
Ten thoufand Forms of Death are in the Deep* 
In that Abyfs the Gods their Vengeance (lore. 
For broken Vows of thofe who falfely fwore. 
Their winged Storms on Sea-born Ftnus wait« 
To vindicate the Juftice of her State. 
Thus, I to thee the Means of Safety ihow : 
And, loft my felf, would ftill preferve my Foe. 
Falfe as thou art, I not thy Death defign : 
O rather live, to be the Caufe of mine ! 
Should fomis avenging Storm thy Veflel tear, 
(But Heav'n forbid my Words (hould Omen bear) 

H 3 Then, 
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Then, in thy Face thy perjur'd Vows woaM % ; 
And my wrong'd Ghoft be p relent to thy Eye. 
With threat'niiig Looks, think thou behold'ft me ftare, 
Gafpifig my Moath, and clotted all my Hair ; 
Then ihoa'd fork'd Lightning and red Thunder fall ;- 
What cou'dft thoa fay, biit, I deferv'd- 'cm all ? 
Led this fhould happen, mak? not ha^ away ; 
To flmn the Danger will be worth thy Suy. 
Hav^ pkty on thy Son, if not on me : 
My Death alone is Gailt enough for thee. 
What has his Youth, what haye thy Gods deferv'd^ 
To fink in Seas, who were from Fires preictv^d i 
But neither Gods nor Parent didil thou bear, 
(Smooth Stories all to pleafe a Woman's Ear) 
Falfe as the Tale of thy Romantick Life } 
Nor yet am I thy fird deluded Wife. 
Left to purfuing Foes Creii/k tUy*d> 
By thte, bafe Man, forfakefi and betray'd. 
This, when tihoii told^ft iiie« ftruck my tender Hmsi$ 
That fuch Reqaitsd follow'4 foch Dei«rt» 
Nor doubt I but the Gods, for Crimes like thcfe, 
Sev'n Winters kept thee wand'ring on the Seai* 
Thy flarv'd Companions, caft a^fiiore, I fed^ 
Thy felf admitted to my Crown and Bed. 
To harbour Strangers, fuccour the Diftreil, 
Was kind j^nough ; but oh, too kind the reft ! 
Card be the Cave which hrii my Ruaa brought^ 
Where, from the Storm, we common Shelter fought! 
A dreadful Howling echoM round the Place : 
The Maunuin Nymphs, thought I> my Nuptials grace* 

I 
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I tteoght fo thcTi, bat nt)W too late I know 
The Farics yell*d my PunVals from below. 

Chaftitjr and violated Fame, 

Exadl your Dues to my dead Hufband's Name ! 

By Death redeem my Reputation loft ; 

And to his Amis reftore my guilty Ghoft. 

Clofe by my Palace, in a gloomy Grove, 

Is rais'd a Chapel to my murder'd Love ; 

There, wreaih'd with Boughs and Wool, hisStatof ftanda^ 

The pious Monument of Artful k ands i 

Laft Night, methought, he cdll'd me from the Dome»' 

And thrice #iih holiow Voice, cry'd, Dido^ icomfc. 

She comes ; thy Wife thy lawful Summons Hears ; 

But comes moi^ Htmly, cloggM with confeioas I'eafs. 

Forjlive the Wrong I dffer'd to thy Bed ; 

Strong were his Chatms, who my weak Fdth mi&kd. 

His Ooddeft Mother, ahd his Aged Sir<5 ' ' 

Borne on his Back, did to my Fall confprre. 

O! fuch he was, kttd h, that Wert he fcrne^ 

Without a Broih I might hi* Love pnrfue. 

But cruel Stars my Birth-day did attend : 

And as my'Fortune cpen'd, it ifiuft end. 

My plighted Lord Was ik the Altar fi&in, 

Whofe Wealth was made iny bloody Brother's Gain : 

Fri^ndlefs, ktid followed by the MunPi^er's Hate, , 

To Foreign Countries T removed iny Fate ; 

And here, a Suppliant, Frob the Natives Hands 

1 bought the Ground on which my City ftandi^ 
With all th^ Coaft that ftretches tt> the Sea ; 
Ev^i to the friendly Port that ftelter'd thee : 

H 4 Then 
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Then rauM thefe Walli* which mount into the Air, 

At once my Neighbours Wonder^ and their Fear. 

For now they Arm ; and round me Leagues are made. 

My icarce eflablifli'd Empire to invade. 

To Man my new-built Walls I mnil prepare. 

An helplefs Woman, and onfkill'd in Wax. 

Yet thoufand Rivals to my Love pretend ; 

And for my Perfon, wou'd my Crown defend : 

Whofe jarring Votes in one Complaint agree» 

That each unjuilly is diidainM for thee» 

To proud I^arboi give me up a Prey ; 

(For that maft follow, if thou goeft away.) 

Or to my Huflnrnd's Mard'rer leave my Lifc^ ; 

That to the Hoiband he may add the Wife. 

Go then : fince no Complaints can move thy Mind: 

Go, peijur'd Man, bnt leave thy Gods behind. 

Touch not tho{b Gods by whom thon art forfworn. 

Who will in impious Hands no more be borne : 

Thy Sacrilegions Worfliip they diidain. 

And rather won'd the Grecian Fires fuilain. 

Perhaps my greateft Shame is Hill to'come. 

And part of thee lies hid within my Womb. 

The Babe unborn mail perifii by thy Hate, 

And perifb guiltlefs in his Mother's Fate. 

Some God, thou fay'ft, thy Voyage does command; 

IVou'd the fame God had barr'd thee from my Land. 

The fame, I doubt not, thy Departure fleers. 
Who kept thee out at Sea fo many Years ; 
Where thy long Labours were a Price (o great. 
As thon te.jpurchafe Troy would'ft not repeat. 

Bat 
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But Tyber now thou ieek'ft ; to be at beft, 
Wheo there arrivM, a poor precarious Goeft* 
Yet it deludes thy Search : Perhaps it will 
To thy old^ge lie undifcover'd ftill. 
A ready Crown and Wealth in Dow'r I bring, 
^ And without conquering, here thoa art a King. 
Here thou to Cartbagt may'ft transfer thy Trey: 
Here young A/canius may his Arms employ ; 
Andy while we live iecare in foft Repofe, 
Bring many Laurels home from conquerM Foea* 
By Cupid^s Arrows, I adjure thee ftay ; 
By all the Gods, Companions of thy Way* 
So may thy.Tr^'uxri, who are yet alive. 
Live Hill, and with no fatUFe Fortune drive ; 
So may thy Youthful Son old Age attain, 
And thy dead Father's Bones in Peace remain : 
As thou haft Pity on unhappy me. 
Who know no Crime, but too much Love of thee* 
I am not born from fierce Achilles' Line, 
Nor did my Parents againft Troy combine. 
To be thy Wife, if I unworthy prove. 
By feme inferior Name admit my Love^ 
To be fecurM of ftill poiTeffing thee. 
What wou'd J do, and what wou'd I not be. 
Our Libyan Coafts their certain Seafbns know. 
When free from Tempeds PaiFengers may go. 
But now, with Northern Blads the Billows roar» 
And drive the floating Sea- Weed to the Shore* 
Leave to my Care the Time to fail away ; 
When fafe, I will not fuffer thee to (lay* 

H 5 Thy 
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Thy weaiy MeA' woo'd be with Kafe coatent ; 

Their Sails are tatter'd* and their Maib are fpeot. 

If by no Merit I thy Mind can move. 

What thou deny'ft my Merit, give my Loire. 

Stay, 'till I learn ray Lofs to andergo ; 

And give me Time to ftroggle with ay Woe; 

If not : Know this^ I will not fuSkr long ; 

My Life's too loathibfne^ and ray Love too flroogr 

Death holds ray Pen, and didates what I fay. 

While crefs my Lap the Trojam Sword I lay. 

My Tears flow down } the iharp Edge cots their Pkk)d| 

And drinks my Sorrows, that muft drink my Blood. 

How well thy Gift does with my Fate agree ! 

My Fun'ral Pomp is cheaply made by thee. 

To no new Wounds my Bofom I difplay : 

The Sword but enters where Love made the Way* 

But thou, dear Sifter, and yet dearer Friend, 

Shalt my cold Aikes to their Urn attend. 

Sichaus^ Wife, let not the Marble boaft, 

1 loll that Title, when my Fame I. loft. 

This ihort Infcription only let it bear, 

♦* Unhappy DUo lies in Quiet here. 

<< The Caufe of Death, and Sword by which (he dy'cl« 

** JEneas gave ; The reft her Arm fopply'd* 
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SO In unwonted Notes, when Aire to die^ 
The mournful Swan fings her own Elegy, 
I do not hope by this to change my Fate, 
Since Heav'ri and you are both refolv'd to hate : 
Robb'd of Iriy Honour, 'tis no Wonder now 
That yoa difdain ihe wl^eii t meanly fue ; 
Deaf to my Prayers, that you refolve to go. 
And leave th* Unhappy you have render'd fo. 
You and your Love, the Winds away muft bear, 
For^t is all that you fo oft did fwear : 
With cruel Hade to diftant Lands you fly. 
Yet know not whofe they are, nor where they lici. 
On Carthage and its rifing Walls you frown. 
And Ihun a Scepter, which is now your bwA ; 
All you have gain'd, you proudly do contexxin> 
And fbndly ktk i, fancy'd Diadem. 

And 
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And fliooU yoa reach at laft this promis'd Laod> 
Who'll gi?c its Power {nto a Stranger's Hand I . 
Another cafy Did^ do you feek ; 
And new Occafions new-made Vows to break f 
When can yon Walls like oars of Carthagf baild» 
And fee your Streets with Crowds of Snbjeds filPd ? 
But tho^ all this facceeded to yoar Mind» 
So true a Wife no Search coald ever find. 

ScorchM up with Love's fierce Fire my Life does waftf^ 
Like Incenfe on the flaming Altar caft ; 
All Pay JEnuu walks before my Sight,. 
In all my Dreams I fee him ev^ry Night : 
But fee him ftill ungrateful as before. 
And fuch as, if I could, I fliould abhor. 
But the ftroog Flame bums on againft my Wilt,^ ,■ 
I call him PaUe, bqt love the Traitor ftiU. 
I Goddefs of Love, thee all the World adored 

' And (hall thy Son flight thy Almighty Pow'r ^ 

His Brother's ftubborn Soul let CMpid move. 
Teach me to hate, or him to merit iiove !. 
But the Impoilor his high Birth did feign, 
(Tho' to that Tale his Face did Credit gain^l 
tie was QOt born of V^nui^ who Qould prove 
So cruel, and fo faithlefi in his l^ove.. 
From Rocks oc Mountains he deriv'd his Birth ! 
Fierce Wolves or Savage Tygers brought him forth !: 
Or elfe he fprung from the tempefluous Main^ 
To which fi^ eagerly he flies 4gain. 
How dreadful the contending Waves appear \ 
Th<fe Wiqter Storms by forQe would keep you here^ 

Thft 
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The Storms are kinder^ and the Wifids more true I 
Let jne owethnD, wbat I would owe to you* 
You'll ihew yoar Hatred at too dear a Rate, 
If, to fly me, yoa ron on certain Fate. 
Stay only till thefe raging Tempefta ceafe. 
And bree^g JUcy^nt all my Feari releafe. 
Then yoa perhaps may change yoar cruel Mind» 
And will leaoi Pity from the Sea and Wind. 
Are yon net wam'd by all yooVe felt and feen ? 
And will yoa tempt the fiiithleis Floods again f 
Tho' 'twere calm now, it would not long be fo; 
Think to whi^t diftant Countries you would go. 
There's not one God who will that Veflel blefs. 
Which lies, and Frauds, and Perjuries opprefs« 
The Sea let ey'ryfaithfal Lover fear. 
The Queen of Love rofe thence, and Governs there* 
Still the dear Caufe of all my Ills I love. 
And my laft Words Heav'a lor your Safety move; 
That yoar falfe Flight may not as faul be 
To you,, as your diflembkd Love to me. 
But in the Storm, when the huge Billows roH, 
(Th' unlucky Omen may kind Heav'n controul) 
Think what diftra^ng Thoughts will fill your Soul 
You'll then remember ev'ry broken Vow. 
With Horror think on Murder'd DUo too,. 
My Ghoft all pate and ghaftly ihaU be there,. 
With mortal Wounds flill bleediog I'll appear. 
Then you will owa what to foch Crimes is due. 
And think each Flafli of Lightning aim'd at you 

Your- cruel Flight till the next Calm delay,. 
Your quiet Faflsge will reward youx Stay., 
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I beg not for my Mf^ bat db ni>l jdito 

The Guilt of yoar AfcAnim^ de^tk to ttllfiei 

What has yotir S0n» whttt hftve ydor Obd& d^ArT'df 

For a worfe Fate Were l^ty from Fltiibes prefervM I 

But fare you fieither ^*A ihem ftdift the t^ire^ 

Nor on yoal" S^ttldVfB bom yoor aged Silt ^ 

But did coftlrivt thM Stdfy^ 10 l|«Oiilf^ 

A Queen > fo fbitd, lb #lUi«>g to btU^e* 

Your ready Tongue told matiy n {deaillg Lie» 

Nor did it praaife ilrft tlieifi Cheat! ott iae«. 

Yoa by Uk^ Am dkl flkir O^r^ g6ib^ 

And then Arfeok her ts^itk k Mke Dii8i^o« 

Fve wept to hear yod tcU that L&(ly*s Pate> 

My felf no«v jttftly iAore uftfdrt)ih»e< 

*Tis to revenge theie Criiii^s the Odds erigage^ 

And make you Wander obt your w»kfhed Age. 

A Ship-wreok'd Wrttdi I Jtiadiy did receive^ 
My Wfcaltb ^nd Crdwn to Hdnd^- ah known dk! |rte^ 
Had I ftopp'd there, I had been ii^t from ShalA^» 
And had not ilaih'd biy tl^ar and fpotl^f^ FaAie. ' 
Heav'n to betray my Honour did cOmply, 
When Thcndcr and black Cloiids filFd all the Siy, 
And made us to the fatal Shelter fly. 
The Furies howl'd, and dire P^efages gave. 
And fhrieking Nymph» ^fook the guilty Ca?e^ 
I cannot live, that Crinie torments nie fb. 
Yet full of Shame to my Sichtgus go. 

In a fair Temple built by (ktlful Hands^ 
A Sacred Image of ^icbitUs (lands ; 
With fnowy Fleeces dreft, and Garlands crown*di 
From tkence of late P?e heard a difmalJSoomi 1 
^ Four 
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Four times he call'd nfi with a hollow V5le«, 
My loofen'd Jointi ftill trtmbltd at the Noife ! 
My deareft Lord, ycor SiuRttOAs I obey : 
'Ti» 8kame to meet yon makes this (kort DtUy. 

Yet fuch a Tettpttr Hitghl the Ci^iill« «xciiA}» 
His Heav'niy ^wU, and all hit folemn V6W8 ! 
The beil of Fathers, the moft pioas Soa ! 
Who could Tufpea, He, who fiidi Things had dttte^ 
So well had aded all the Parts of IJle, 
Could hare tetray'd a Princefs and a Wift I 
I^ad he ooc wanted Faith, your ielf mail own 
He had deftrv'd to iill my Bed aad Thtotite, 
la my firfl Yomh what Cares dlHurb'd my Peace \ 
And my Misfortunefi with my Vears incredfo ! 
My Hufband'? Bbod was by my Brother fpilt, 
And itill his Wealth regards the pr^fpVocis Guilts 
Thro' Ways unknown a dang'rous Flight I take. 
His Aihes and my Native Soil forfake ; 
Here ihelter'd from my Brother's Crueky, 
I bought this Kingdom, which I gave to thee. 
My Ciry did in Glory daily riie, 
Which all my Neighbours faw with eftvious Eyes,^ 
And Force againft onfinilh*d Walls prepare j 
Threatening a helplefs Woman with a War^ 
Thofe many Kings, who did my Bed defire, 
J^ow to revenge their iiighted Love confpire. 

Go on, my People are at your Command, 
Give me up bound to fbme fierce Rival's Hand :: 
Aflifl my cruel Brother's black Deiign; 
Prunk with Sicbaui* Blood, he thirds for mine : 

But 
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Bnt then pretend to Piety no more» 
The fiJfe and perjoPd all the Gods abhor. 
Ev'n thofe yon ihatch'd from Trojf^B deYonring Flame 
Are grieved that from fach Hands their Safety came. 
A growing Infant in my Womb yon leave ; 
Of your whole felf» yon cannot me bereave. 
Yon kill not DiJo only, if yon go. 
The Goiltlefs and Unborn yon murder too; 
With me a new unknown Jfcamus dies : 
Tho* deaf to mine, yet think you hear his Cries. 
But 'tis the God commands, and you obeyt 
Ah ! would that he who now forbids your Stay, 
Had never led your fliatter'd Fleet this way i 
And now this God commands you out again, 
T' endure another Winter on the Main { 
Scarce Tr^y rellor'd to all her Ancient State, 
Were worth the feeking at fo dear a Rate. 
Ceaie then thro' fuch vail. Dangers to purfue 
A Place, which, but in Dreams, you never knew : 
In fearch of which yon your beft Years may wade. 
And come a Stranger there, and old at laft. 
See at your Feet a willing People lies. 
And do not offered Wealth and Pow'r defpife. 
Fix here the Reliques of unhappy 9rff, 
And in fbft Peace, all you have fav'd enjoy. 
But if new Dangers your great Soul de£res. 
If Thirft of Fame your Son's young Breafl infpires^ 
You'll frequent Trials here for Valour find ; 
Our Neighbours are as rough as we are kind* 


»j 


I 


Dido io JEuzas 161 

By your d«ar Father's Seal I beg your Stay, 
By the kind Gods who hither bleft your Way, 
And by your, Brother's Dart, which all obey ! 
So may white Conqueft on yoor Troops attend> 
And all your long Misfortunes here take end. 
So with his Years may your Son's Hopies increaft. 
So may Jncbifi^ Aflies reH in Peace. 

Some Pity let a fuppliant Princefs move, 
Whofe only Fault was an Excefs of Love« 
I am not fprung from any QnctM Race» 
None of my Blood did your lovM Trvf deface* 
Yet if your Pride think fdch a Wife a Shame» 
ni facrifice my Honour to my Flame» 
And meet your Love by a lefs ^orions Name* 

I know the Dangers of this ftormy Coaft, 
How many Ships have on our Shelves been loft. 
Thefe Winds have driv'n the floating Searweed to^ 
That your intangled Vefle} cannot go. 
Do not attempt to pnt to Sea in vain, 
mil happier Gales have cleared your Way again^ 
Truft me to watch the calming of the Sea, 
You (hall not then, tha' you defir'd it, ftay* 
Befides, your weary Seamen Reft deiire, 
And your torn Fleet new Rigging does require. 
By all I fuiFer, all Pve done for yon. 
Some little Reipite to my Love, allow. 
Time and calm Thoughts may teach me how to bear 
That Lofi, which now, alas! 'tis Death to hear. 
But you refolve to force me to my Grave, 
And are not far from all that you wpuld have. 

Your 


i€t Or id's EpJtrirti. 

Your Sword before ine^ Whilik I wrise^'does !ie^ 
And by it, if I write in ▼&in> f diisi 
Already ilann'd whh many a fkllitig Tear, 
It fliortly ihall another Coloar wear. 
Yoa never could an apter Prefeat makei 
'Twill foon, the Lift you made iiaeafy, take. 
But this poor Bread has lelt yoat Wband« before ^ 
Slain by your Lore, yoar Steel hai noar ao Pow'r; 
Dear guilty Siller, do not yoa deay 
The laft kind Office to aiy Memory; 
But do not on my Fon'ral Marble join 
l|[Iuch wrodgfd Skk^fnt* S^fad Natat with mine. 
«f Of falfe jEneas iet the Stone coaif^aia t 
^ That D/J$ eoaM not bear his fierce Difdait)) 
«' But by hi« Sw^d^ and her owfi Hi&d, wai flain. 
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BRISEIS TO ACHILLES. 


By Sir JOHN CARTL. 


• < 


The A R G U M E N T. 

In the War of Troy, Achilles having taken end faclfd 
Chrynefium, a TWi;^ in the Lyrneifian Cwmry^ amongfi 
his other B^y he took tvfo very ftdr Womeny Chryfeis 
and Brifeis : Chryfcis he frefenttd to King Agamem- "^ 

non, and Brifeis he referv^dfir him/elf. Agamroinon, 
afierfome timOy 'wasfor<*d hy the Oracle to reft ore Chry feit 
to her Father y nvho wat one tf the Fritfti ^Apollo: 
Whereupon th$ King fy Fivknce took <tn»ay Bfi{ti$ from 
Achilles; at which Adnlles encenjf bff thi Camp ofiii 
Grecians, and prepared to fdiii home i in n/trho/i /fh/enc$ 
the Trojzns prevailing upon f^^ Grecians, Agameraiiott 
fwas com/ell*d to /end\3\yfSti and others to offer himtich 
Pre/entSf and Brifeisy that he vjould return again to tht 
Jlrmy : But Achilles 'with Di/dain reje^d them ttlf. 
This Letter therefore is nvritten hy Brifeis, to movi him 
that he ivculd recei^i her, and return to the Grecian 
Camp^ 

CAptive Brifeis in a foreign Tongoe^ 
More by her Blots, than Words, feta forth her Wrong; 
And yet thefe Blots^ which by my Tears are made. 
Above all Words, or Writing, fhould perfuade. 

Sub* 
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SuhjeCtt (I know) mnft not their Lords accufe; 
Yet Pray'rs and Tears we lawfully may uie. 
When raTilb'd from your Armsi I was the iPrey 
0£ jfgamiMnM*B Arbitrary Sway» 
I grant, yoa maft at laft have left the Field; 
I But for a Lover, yoa too feon did yield : 

^ A Warrior's Glory it muft needs difgrace. 

At the firft Summona to yield up the Place. 
The Enemies themfelves, no left than I, 
Stood wondering at their eafy Victory r 
I faw their Lips in Whifpers fohly move, 
Is this the Man fo fam'd for Arms, and Lovef 
Alas! Jcbilksf 'tis not fo we part 
From what we love ; and what is near oar Heart. 
No healing Kifles to my Grief yoa gave* 
Yoo turn'd me of an unregarded Slave. 
Was it your Rage, that did your Love fupprefs ^ 
Ah, love Bri/iis more, and hate Jtridn Icis I 
Ho i» not bom of a true Hero's Race, 
Whakts his Fury of his Love take place. 
Tygers and Wolves can fight. Love is the Teft» 
DifUnguifliing the Hero from the Beaft. 
Alas ! when I was from your Bofbm forc'd, 
I felt my Body from my Soul divorced ; 
A deadly Palenefs overfpread my Face ; 
Sleep left my Eyes, and to my Tears gave place; 
I tore my Hair, and did my Death decree ; 
Ah ! learn to part with what you love, froin me. 
A bold Efcape I often did elTay, 
But Gre$ks and Tfjans too, block'd ttp the Way : 


Yet 
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Yet tho' a tender Maid coold not break thro% 

Methinks AchilUs ihoald not be fo flow : 

JcbilliSj once the Thunderbolt of War, 

The Hope of conqo'ring Grace, and Treys Defpair^ 

Me in his Rival's Arms can he behold f 

And is his Courage with his Love grown cold ? 

But I confefsy that my negle&ed Charms 

.Did not deferve the ConqueA of your Arms i 

Therefore the Gods did, by an eafier Way, 

Our Wrongs atone, and Damages repay : 

j^ax with Fheemx and Ulgjffet bring 

Humble Submiflions from ^heir haughty King ; 

The Royal Penitent rich Prefents fends. 

The flrongeil Cement to piece broken Friends* 

When Pray'rs well ieconded with Gifts are fent^ 

Both mortal and immortal Pow'rs relent. 

Twenty bright Veflels of Corintbian Brafs, 

Their Sculpture did the cofUy Mine furpafs ; 

Seven Chairs^ of State of the fame Art and Mold| 

And twice five Talents of periuafive Gold ; 

Twelve fiery Steeds of the Efirian Breed, 

Matchlefs they are for Beauty, and for Speed ; 

Six Lejhian Maids (but thefe 1 well cou'd fpare) 

Their Ifland fack'd, thefe were the Gen'ral's ihare \ 

And lad a Bri<^, (ah ! tell *em t am thine) 

At your own Choice out of the Royal Line ; 

With thefe they offer me : But might I chufe. 

You fliould take me, and all their Gifts refpfe; 

But me and tbofe you fuUenly reject i 

What have I dQne, to merit this Neglcd \ 
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Is It that you, smdFommc joiutiy tow. 

Whom you make Wretched, IKH'to^ keep them fo? 

Your Arms my Country did in A(bt» l^y, 

My Houfc deftroy, Brothers and HufWirds flay. 

It had been Kindnefs tahare kilPd rae too, 

f Rather than kill me wxtit UnkindBefs now. 

I Wiih Voyvs, as fkithlefs as your Mother Sea, 

You loudly pTomrisM, that you woold ta mc 
Country, and Brothers and a Haiband be. 

I And is it <hus that yDO pcrfbrm your Vo«r, 

1^ Ev'n with a Dowry to rejeft me- too ? 

■^ Nay, FaiBc reports, that with the next fair Wind, 

Leaving your Honour, Faith, aod Me behind, 
You quit our Coafts : Before that fatal Hotir^ 

• May Thunder ftrikc me, or kind Barth deveur ? 

I all Things, but your Abfence, can endure! 
That's a Difeafe, which Death- muft only cure. 
If to Jcbaia yoa wil! needs return. 
Leaving all Greece your fuUen Rage to mourn. 
Place me but in the Number of your Train, 
And I no fervilc Office will difdaift: 
If I'm deavM the Honour of your Bed, 
Let me it lead be as your Captiw led ; 
Rather than baniiVd from your Family, 
I will endura another Wife to fee ; • 

A Wife, to make the great ^aeian Line, 
Like Starry HeaWn; as numeroofly fhinei 
That fo your fpreading Progeny may ptove 
Worthy of TbetiSf and their Grandiire ycme. 
Let me on 'her Im bumble Handmaid waitj ^ 
^ her, becaufc to you ihe does relate* 


I 


' t 
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I fear (I kmw ootiriijr): tbatjfliemay \m 
Than to h^othec Maidt^ moiehairfli to au: 
But you aM hpitud tfi gnand jkskt Comqu/Br'd Staves 
And tp m^taia tba Ajrticfoa yon. gaye: 
Yet (hould yon ytdd ta her ioi{icnotu8 Swaf «. 
Do what yoa wtM, bat tuisi in« not away. 
Bat why (hottld ysa dsparti the King repents f 
The Grecian AcnUy waats yoa in their. Tento: 
You conquer all, coiupter yamr Pafton too 1 
Or elfe, with MtetoTf yoii wiHrGivf^r* siMib. 
Take Aran (JEaciduy but fi#ft taiie aie^ 
Yoa r j ufler Rage let roofed T^t^mts &c; 
For me begtto^ ft>r me your Anger end;. 
The Fault I cana'dv M me havt^ Pow?r> to noftd*. 
. In this to me yoa may with. Honea^ yiold, 
Rul'd by his Wife^ Omde^ took the Field. 
His Mother's facred Carfes hwi diierm'd^ 
Rul'd by his^Wife^s niorepDw'rM^ Spells, uncharaa^d. 
His Axmoar once put off» he budbks on, 
And fights and cos^uers for his Culidmi: 
That happy Wife pievail'd> why fliouki not. I : 
But you that Title^ ami my PoivVdcisf : 
Title, and PowV, and all sunbttions Strife 

Of being cali'd 3»our Msftre&y or your Wif<s* 

I quietly lay down; bat I mail hajre 

This Claim allowed, to be yoac faithful Slave. 

I by thofe dreads ill'^cover'd Afties fiir^ar, 

(Alas their Tomb lyrneJianfimtM are!) 

Of my dead Sponfty. and by each facred* Gkofr 

Of my thsee Brotttef* honoaraU}! Joftr 

Who 
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Who for, and with their Country bravely fell ; 
By all that's awful both in Heav'n and Hell ; 
And laft of all, by thine own Head and mine. 
Whom Love, tho* parted now, did fometimes jmn. 
That I preierve my Faith entire and chaile, 
That I no foreign Love, or Pleafure ufte : 
That no Afperfion can my Honour touch ; 
O ! that AcbilUt too could fay as much ! 
Some think he mourns for me^ But others fay. 
In Love's foft Joys he melts his Hours away ; 
That feme new Miftrefs with Cir^nm Charms 
Has lockt him up in her lafcivions Arms, 
And fo transfbrm'd from what he was before, 
That he will fight for Greea or me no more. 
The Trumpet now to the foft Lute muH yield : 
To Midnight Revels, Marches in the Field. 
He whom of late Greecg, as her Martf ador'd ; 
He, on whofe maiTy Spear, and glitt'riag Sword 
The Fates, and Death did wait, that mighty Man 
Now wields a Buik, and brandiihes a Fan, 
Avert it Heav'n ! can he be only brave 
To waile my Country, not his own to fave f 
And when his Arms my Family mow'd down. 
Loft be his Sting, . and fo became a Drone f 
Ah! core thefe Fears ; and let me have the Pride 
To fee your Jav'Un fixt in H4^9r*s Side, 
O ! that the Grfciam would fend me to try. 
If I could make your ilubborn Heart comply : 
Few Words I'd uie, all ihoold be Sigbsi and Tears, 
And Looksf and Kifles, mixt with Hopes and Fears ; 

My 
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My Love like Lightening thro' my Eyei (hould fly. 

And thaw the [cey*'<whi€h round your Heart doet lie: 

Sometimes my Arms aboat your Neck Pd throw ; 

And then embrace yoar Knees» and humbly bow : 

There is more Eloquence in Tears, and Klfics, 

Than in thefmooth Harangues of fly Ufyffis: 

That noify Rhetorick of a twanging Tongue, 

Serves but to lug the heavy Crowd along : 

Cut Souls with Souls fpeak only by the Eye, 

And at thofe Windows one another fpy : 

Thus, than your Mother Sea raisM with the Wind 

More fierce, I would compofe your ftormy Mind ; 

And my Love (hining on my Tears that flow. 

Should make a Rain-Bow, and fair Weather fl^ow* 

So dreams my Love, Ahl come, that I may try, 

if I can turn my Dream to Prophecy. 

So may your Pyrrbus live to equalize 

His Grandfire's Years, his Father's Vidlories. 

Let me no longer pin'd in Abfence lie ; 

Rather than live without you, let me die : 

My Hearths already cold, and Death does ipread 

His livid Palenefs o*er my lively Red. 

My Life hangs only on the flender Hope, 

That your reviving Love your Rage will ftop» 

If that (hould fail, let me not linger on. 

But let that Sword (to mine, ah! too well known) 

Me to my Brothers, and my Hufl)and fend ; 

Your Hand began, your Hand the Work muft end* 

But why fuch Cruelty? Come then, and fave 

Aiilidled Gnece, and me your humble Slave. 

I How 
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How ttnch more decentlj mlgkt y<ni emplox 
Yoor iU-fpcnt Rage againil Niptumnm Trey ! 
Than furl your SaiU» once more your Anchors caft : 
lieavf not yoUr Cooftlry, nor your Honour Uaft. 
Bat go or ftay ; ' with yea I oaght to move. 
Made yonn by Right erf" War, and Right of Love. 
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DEJANIRA TO HERCULES, 


By Mr. OLDMIXON. 

The ARGUMENT. 

Dejanira having heard that Hercul«9 taas fatten in 
Love with Idle, Daughter of the King of Oechalia> 
^uhom he had lately Vanquijh^d and Slain f and at thi 

fame time that he ivas dying iy a poi/on^d Shirt fit 
had fent him^ to recover ^ as fie had been told it 
Huouldy his loft AffeSion ; hettveen fealoufy and Rage 

for the firft^ and Grief and Defpair for the latter^ 
<writes him the following Epiftle* 

IN your late Triamphs I rejoice, and ihare 
Your new Renown, Oechalia^s fini(h*d War. 
But, (hoold the Vidor to the Vanqui(h'd yield ! 
Cnrft be the Day that you the Town compeird. 
Thro' Greece the Rumour Piits^ nor fader Fame 
Proclaims your Conquefl, then (he fpreads yoax Shame* 
By your vile Bonds your former Life's defil'd^ 
And all the Lullre of yovr Labour foil'd : 
Thofe Labours you with matchlefs Might o'ercame^ 
And Juno^i Hate, and rais'd a Godlike Name. 

I 2 But 
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But to young loit's bale Yoke you bow, 
EMrtfiheus now is pleas'd, and Juno now. 
Nor will yoor Step- Mother be griev'd to hear. 
The Blot indelible yoar Fame will bear* 
Wben Jo^ve your Mother for your Birth enjoy'd. 
The God, too little One, three Night& employ'd. 
But who'll believe the Tale ? for fuch a Son 
Might, forely, have been well conceiv'd in One. 
Juno ne'er hurted you as Venus has. 
She rais'd you when ihe purposed to deprefs. 
But Fenus on your Neck her Foot has plac'd. 
And ne'er was Hero more by Love difgrac'd. 
From you, the World delivered, holds her Peace, 
By you the Land's fecure, and fafe the Seas, 
Both Houfes of the Sun your Merit know. 
And Heav'n does more to you than Atlas owe. 
Your Strength did once the iinking Stars fuftain. 
And fave thofe Orbs, where you at lafl fhall reign. 
Without you, he on whom the Burthen \\cs 
Had fall'n, and unfupported left the Skies. 
What have you done? but all your Glory llain'd. 
And loA the Praife you with fuch Peril gain'd. 
Tell me no more what Deeds you once could do. 
Nor boaft You in the Cradle Serpents flew. 
Two horrid Snakes that then to Death you wrung. 
And prove the Blood divine of which you fprung. 
The Man belies the God ; your Infant Name 
Is now forgotten, and your riper Fame. 
He, who the Son of Suneleus fubdu'd. 
And tam'd the felleft Monders of the Wood. 

Who 
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Who long did Juno*z Hate undaunted prove. 
He, to whom all Things yielded, yields to Love. 
What then? the Thand'rer was your Sire, 'tis faid. 
And highly I am honoured by your Bed. 
But as the Plough an equal Yoke requires. 
So HymenWTQXQ\i ihould burn with equal Fires* 
And higher if my Huiband's in Degree, 
What do I gain ? his Greatnefs leilens me. 
The wor(e in this, a Wife thus wedded fares. 
And not an Honour, but a Burthen bears, 
Tho' the Name flatters, and the Brightnefs glares. 
She that weds well, will wifely match her Love, 
Nor be below .her Hufband, nor above. 
My Lord fo feldom in my Houfe I fee, 
A Stranger I fhould know as foon as he. 
To War with dreadful Monilers he delightif 
And with (he Fierceft of the Foreli fights. 
While I ft Widow's Life in Wedlock lead. 
And mourn with fruitlefs Tears my injur'd Bed* 
Oft xaf chafte Vows for him to Heav'n I pay. 
The Dangers to avert, my Fears difplay i 
That ever you with Conquefl may be crownM, 
For your Defeat is mine, and mine yourWouml.' 
My Fancy Hill prefents you to my Mind, 
Amid your Foes of ev*ry Savage kind. 
The Dragon's forky Tongue methinks I view, 
And the Boar's Tufk, and Lion's Claw in you. 
The worrying Dogs with freezing Blood I fee. 
And intercept the Death, and bleed for thee* 

I 3 III 
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Ill Omens from my ilaughter'd Vi^ims riib. 
No Flame of od^roas Incenfe upward flies, 
But the choak'd Fire, as footi as kindled, dies. 
Foreboding Dreams my anxious Soul affright. 
And mine are all the Horrors of the Night. 
Much I enquire, impatient of your Fate, 
What None, or but with doubtful Truft, relate, 
I hope, I fear, and with alternate Pain 
At once for thee the double Care fuftain. 
Your Mother abfent feels the fame Alarms, 
Repents the Fortane of her envy'd Charms, 
That e'er they pleas'd a God, and bleft his Arms. 
Me, all as a forfaken Widow fhun. 
Nor is Ampkytriftt here, nor is your Son, 
No War but wilh Euryftheus now yon wage, 
The Minifter oijuito'^ wftlcfs Rage. 
Your Dangers ind your Toils ihe Hill renews» 
Still your dear Life with cruel Hate purfoes, 
[ If of your Forqign Loves I Ihoald complaint 

\ You'd laagh at my Laments, and mock my Paio, 

£ach Maid yoo meet to your Embrace you takc^ 
And each that you enjoy a Mother make. 
Shall I Parthcuian Juge*s Rape relate, - 
Or what by Force was 4ftydamitC^ Fate ? 
You'll never blulh to hear your broken Vows, 
Nor think you err*d in wronging Theutra^z Hottfe, 
Where fifty SiAers in one Night you knew; 
But what are fifty ruio'd Nymphs to you \ 
Another fuchOlFence I've lately known, 
And Lamus by your Luft is made my Son ; 

His 
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His Stepdame I» and o'er the Libyan Plains 

My Rival, his abandoned Modiery reigni* 

And where thro' flow'ry Vales Mtamder glides 

With winding Waves, and turns with refluent Tidet^ 

Has Hercules been feen in ihansefnl Guife, 

111 fuiting him, whofe Shoulders bore the Skies; 

With Bracelets decked, and other Female geer. 

Which wanton Damfels at their Revels wear. 

Bright Chains of Gold around thofe Arms they view> 

Which in Nemeam Woods the Lion flew. 

Whofe Skin, a glorious Robe, he proudly w(»«> 

And on his Back the dreadful Trophy bore. ' 

See his rude Locks with gaudy Ribbans boundy 

And purple Veils his manly Limbs furround : 

Such as the foft M^ontan Virgins wear. 

To catch in Silken Folds the flowing Air. 

Now Horror in your Mind his Image breeds* 

Who fed with human Flefh hts pamper'd Steeds* 

His Conqu'ror had Bufirh thus beheld. 

He'd doubt his Fall, and ftiU difpute the Field. 

Thefe Toys, Anteus from your Neck would tear» 

Afham'd his Vi^or fliould fuch Trinkets wear. 

*Tis faid, you with httian Girls are feen. 

In bafe Attendance on their haughty Queen, 

That Baikets in your Hands like them you bear* 

And the vain Menace of your Miilreis fear. 

For fliame ; were thofe ViAorious Hands defign'd 

Fdf Women's Service ? or to frtt Mankind ? 

How, think you, to the wondVing World 'twill fbund. 

That at Command you turn the Spindle round I 

I 4 Your 
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Your Work's fet out, your Miftrefs you muft pleafe. 

And your Toils dwindle to fuchTaiks as thefe. 

But your rough Fingers break the (lender Thread, 

And from the Fair a Drubbing oft you dread. 

Now at her Feet, methinks, I fee you lie. 

While Ihe looks from you with an angry Eye. 

To plead for Pity, you your Error own. 

And brag, in your Excufe, what Deeds yonVc done. 

How, when a Child, two Serpents you overcame. 

And then the Erymantbean Boar did tame. 

The H^ads that were on Tbracian Gates affixM, 

And what to them you did, you vaunt of next. 

Of Diomedest and his Mares you boafl. 

Of your fam'd Conquells to th' Iberian Coaft. 

Of G^r/Ws Herd, and C^r^^r*/ you tell, ^ 

And the dread Wonders you performed in Hell ; i 

How tlirice.they both reviv'd, and thrice they fell. \ 

How th^ huge Giant, by a fierce Embrace 

You grip'd to Death, and kilPd with a Careft \ 

How the fwift Horfes that out- flew the Wind- 

By yoQ were left in Race, and lag'd behind. 

You put 'em on Theffalian Hills to flight. 

Nor you their Speed, nor double Forms affright* 

But ill by yott are fuch high Things expreil, 

A Suppliant* like Sidonian Harlots dreil. 

Your Tongue might by your Figure well be tyM, 

And yon, for fliame, the Tale you tell her hide. 

Nor can all this alone preserve her Smiles, 

She wears your Arms, and Triumphs with your Spoils. 


} 
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Go, boaft your glorious A^s, while ail that fte 
Yoar diflTering Garbs, will guefs you boih to be^ 
Thou the foft Harlot, and the Hero die. 
As greater you than all your Conqoefts are. 
The lefs you to your Conqu'ror can compare ; 
And as you can't your lewd Deiires fubdue. 
The mightier (he, who mafters them and ypa. 
To her the Glory of.your Deeds redounds. 
And Fame her Pow'r with your Difgrace refounds* 
The ViftoPs Praife, the Laurel Wreath, refign, 
Thofe Songs and Trophies are no longer tliine. 
She Heirs them all. Eternal Shame to fee 
That Skin on her, which fuited none but thee ! 
And the rude Robe that thou with Pride haft worn. 
Her feebje Limbs enfold, and fink to Scorn. 
Thefe Spoils, miftaken Man, are not her Aim» 
Thy Self's her Triumph, and her Spoil's thy Fane* 
By her the Merit of thy Might's fuppreft. 
Her Conqueft was thy felf, and thine, a Beaft* 
She leaves the laden Reel, and learns the Ufe 
Of Arrows poifon'd miYk Leriutau ]vACt. 
She, who can fcarce the dying Wheel command^ 
And torn the Spindle with her trembling. Hand» 
Now teaches it the mafly Club to wield. 
Which tam'd the fierceft Monfters of the Field. 
Thift with Delight Ihe in ber Mirror views* 
fights o'er tby Fights, and all thy Foes fabdcies» 
Haply Report, tho' loud it fpeaks^ may ttxi 
Yetiell ai others Txutb^ if not of hex. 

I 
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I fee of otliefii what oC ker I hear. 
And that my Rage provoket, as this my Fear. 
A Foreign Wanton's to the City broflght» 
And to be Folie, with thee's no more a Fault» 
No more folidtoiu thy Shame to hide. 
As if to pabiiili jt thoo took'ft a Pride, 
As if to Triamph herethoo fent'ft a SUve, 
To (hew thy Folly, and my Fury brave. 
Unbidden ; Die is like a Soppliant feen. 
With Hair negleSed, and an humble Mien ? 
She drives tx>t to conceal her Captive State, 
And ill her Front ered becomes her Fate» 
In Gold fte (hines, her gay Attire^s the fame 
As when you deign to aft the Phrygian Dame. 
Who can believe, (b high (he holds her Head, 
That yoo*rf a Conqn'ror, or her Father dead } 
Th^ weeping Eyes your peijar'd Vows can prove» 
And her bold Pride confirms my flighted Love, 
I Perhaps you'll drive me from your Bed and Hon(e> 

i And of a Miftreft make the Slave your SponCe. 

A noble Match 'twill be, (hoald Hj^mem join 
Her Infisimy in equal Bonds with thine. 
The God muft, fure, to light his Torch be glad. 
The Wife a Captive, and the Hi^band mad % 
I cannot bear the Thought, it turns my Brain», 
Strikes to my Heart, and freexes all my Veins. 
Me once yon lov'd» and goiltlefs was your Flame, 
With double Conqutft to yoar Arms I came. 
And crown'd not Blore your Pafion than your Pane* 

Shor;i 
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Shorn of his Horns Acbel^us hides bis Heady 
And vanquifibM pkiiges. in his flkny Bed. 
Nsffus from thee rccekes the deadly Woundi 
And falling foams with Rage, and bites the Groiind* 
From the Man-Beaft a parpkDelttge fiow'd. 
And ftain'd Evenus with his dreaming Bipod. 
Why do I write theie vaitt Comfdaiiits to theej 
£v'n now I hear thoa dy'ft» and dy'ft by me ? 
Mine was the poilba'd Robe my Hjilband wears, 
Whofe hidden Fire his cracking Sinew« tears. 
What have I done i What Frenzy had poieft 
My Mindy and Hiore than Love inflam'd my Bieaft) 
Lifelefs my Lord on Oeu's Top may lie. 
And yet, ah Wretch I deft denbt if thou ihoiild^ft die? 
Wilt thoa thy Gaiit» and him» alas I furvivef 
His Widow wilt thoa^ and his Mnrd'rer, liv« ? 
No> ne'er will I appear fo fond of Life, 
Or ihew I ill delerv'd to be his Wife* 
What Mekager's Sifter ought Pll do. 
And both their Steps with dauntlefs Sod puifiie. 
Nor Sifter will they then, nor Wife deny» 
And yet» ah Wretch! doft doubt if thou fliould'ft die? 
Unhappy Houfe, to fudden Ruin doomM, 
To Exile fome are fent, and Ibme entomb'd. 
Jgrius ttfurps my Royal Father^s Throne^ 
And old Oeneus mourns a banifhM Son. 
^ere in devouring Flames another fries. 
And my dear Mother there Self-murther'd lies. 
None now of all their Race is left, but I, 
And yet, «1) Wretch! doft doubt if thoa fhould'f)|lie } 

By 
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By all that ever to my Sool was dear. 

By ffymn's facred Rites aad Joys, I fwear, 

Nq^ifchief was to thee, believe me, meant ; 

I knew no Poifon when the Shirt I (ent. 

From Weaknefs only, not Deiign, it came. 

In hopes to light afrefli thy languid Flame* 

When N^s fell, the fraudful Villain fwore 

A wond'roas Charm was in his flowing Gore, 

That 'twoald to ev'ry Thing it touched impart 

A Virtne, to reclaim a wand'ring Heart : 

On thine I thought its latent Pow'r to prove» 

And not in Malice dipt the Robe, but Love, 

A latent Pow'r it had, ah curil Deceit ! 

That Pow'r was Poifon, and the Charm was Fate» 

On whom didft thou its fatal Magick try ? 

And yet, ah Wfc&ch! doll doubt if thoa ihould'A die^ 

Adieu, my Father, Country, Friends ; Adieu 

The Light that with thefe dying Eyes I view : 

I fly, my Htrcuks! to thee I fly; 

Life ebbs apace, and I with Pkafure die. 
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DEIANIRA TO HERCULES. 


By another Hand. 


The ARGUMENT. 

Deianira iwuimg beard that Hercales vims fallen in Lrift 
nvith lole a Capti*ve ; and at the fame fime that be tvae 
djfing by a posfit^d Sbirt Jbe bad prefeuted bim nvitbp 
and had been told ^wou^d rectmer a loft Affe&ion \ he-- 
mmxt Difdain and Anger fhr tbe firftt and Grief and 
Dejpairfor tbe latter 9 fife nxnrites tbe following Lines to 
ber Hufband^ 

I'M pleasM with the Saccefa your Valoor gave> 
But grieve the ViAor is his Captive'9 Slave« 
This ancxpc£lcd News foon flew to pc. 
And with yoar former Life does ill agree. 
Continaal Actions, nor yet Jum\ Hate 
Ne'er hurt whom Tole does Captivate: 
Euryftbeus this, this did Jwi^'s Wife defign. 
Laugh at your Weaknefs> and thefe Tears of mine % 
But Ji^iter hop'd better Things^ when he> 
To make this Hero, made one Night of three. 
Fenus has hart you more by her foft Charms^ 
Than angry Juno that Employs your Aims ; 

She 
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She by depreffing you, rus'd yon the more,- 

The other treads on you» whfHn you adore. 

YouVe freed the World from TrouWers of Mankind, 

AH Things fubmit to your Heroick Mind: 

You i&ake the Seas fecore, the Earth have reft» 

Your mighty Name fills both the Eaft and Weft* 

Heaven that mull bear you, yoa did bear before. 

When weary Jtlas did your Aid implore. 

Yet for all this, the greater is your Shame, 

If with mean A6t% you itsitk your gkrioas Name* 

You kiird two Serpents with your Infant Hand, 

Which then deierv'd y&w's Scepier to command. 

Your laft Doeds difer from your firft Succeis, 

The Infant makes the Man appear the kfs. 

No Savage Beafts, nor fiercer Enemies, 

Cou'd conf oer him whom Love does now furprise^ 

Some think my Marriage a great Happiaeis, 

Being yp^ue^s Daughter, Wife of HtrcuUsi 

But as Extreams do very ill agree. 

The Greatnefs of my Hnfband leflens me : 

This feeming Honour gives a mortal Wound s 

Amongft our Eqiikls Happinefs is found : 

At Home in quiet they their Lives enjoy ; 

Tumults, and Wars, do all his Hours employs 

This Abfence makes me fo unfortunate, il 

I buy your Glory at too dear a Rate. v 

I weary Heav*n with Vows and Sacri£ce, 

Left you ihould fall by Beafb, or Enemies* 

When yoa aftault a Lion, or wild Boar, 

Yon hazard much, but flill I hazard more* 

Strange 
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Strange Dreams and Viiions fet before mine Eyes 

The Dangers tkat attend yonr ViAories. 

Unhappy I to vain Reports gm Ear, 

Then vainly hope, and th^ii as vainly fear. 

Your abfent Mother bldhes flie pleas'd Jo'vip. 

Amphytri9*i abfent, and the Son you love. 

I fee Buryftheus has contrivM your Fate, 

And will make nfe of Jum*^ reftlefs Hate. 

This I could bear, did you love none biK me» 

But yon are Amorous of all yon ft;e. 

Yet Ompbale does now enrage me more. 

Than- all the Beauties you admir'd before. 

Meanderh Streams have feen thoie Shoulders wear 

Rich Chains, that Heaven as a fmall Weight did bear. 

But were you not afliamed to behead 

Thoie Arms weigh'd down with Jewels, and with Gotd» 

That made the fierce NimtanlAon die. 

And wore his Skin to (hew the Vidtory ? 

When Uke a Woman you did drefs your Hair, 

Lawrel had been for you a fitter Wear. 

As wanton Maids, yon thought it was no Shame 

To wear a Safi), to pleafe your haughty Dame. 

Fierce Diomedes was not in your Mind, 

That fed his bloody Hories with Mankind : 

Did but Bufiris fise diis ftrange Diiguiie, 

The Conquered wou'd the Conqueror deipiie. 

Anteus won'd retrieve his Captive State, 

And fcorn a Vidor fo efleminaie. 

Among the Grtdmm Virgins you fit down. 

And fpin^ and trcsmbk at a Woman's Frown, 
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A DiHaff, not a Scepter, fills that Hand 
That conquerM all Things, and did all Command* 
Then in her Prefence you do trembling iland. 
And fear a Blow, as Death, from her fair Hand ; 
And to regain her Favours, yoa reveal 
Thofe glorious Adions you ihouM then conceal. 
How you that Arange and fruitful Serpent Hew, 
That by his Wounds more fierce and flronger grew* 
How when you fought, yeu never loft the Field, 
But made great Kings and cruel Monfters yield. 
And can yoa boaft or think on Things fo great. 
Now yon wear Silks, and are with Jewels fet ? 
Thefe Aflions and that Garb do difagree. 
So foft a Drefs does give your Tongue, the Lie* 
Your Miftrefs too puts on yoor conqn'ring Arms, 
And makes you ftoop to her more pow'rful Charms. 
She wears ypur Robes to (hew her Victory, 
And is, what you once thooght your felf to be. 
Your glorious Conquefts, and illaftrioas Fame» 
Give her Renown, but yoa eternal Shame* 
All is to her, by whom you're conquered, due ; 
Go now and brag of what remains to you. 
Is't not a Shame that her foft Arms (hould bear 
The Lion's ragged Skin you once did wear ? 
The Spoils are not the Lion's, ^ut yoar own s 
The fieaft yoa conquerM, you Ihe overcome. 
She takes your Club into her feeble Hand* 
And in her Glafs ihe learns how to command; 
All this I heard : yet I could not believe 
The fad Report which ^afes me to grieve* 

Yowr 
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Your lole is brought before my Face, 
I maft be Witnefs of my own Difgrace. 
Whilft I refled on my unhappy Fate, 
She makes her Entry in the Town in State. 
Not as a Captive with her Hair unbound. 
Nor her dejeded Eyes fix*d on the Ground ; 
But cover 'd o'er with Jewels and with Gold^ 
As Phrygia once did Hercules behold : 
And ialutes all with as much Majedy, 
As if her Father had the Vidory. 
Perhaps to leave me is defignM by yoo. 
True to your M iflrefs, to your Wife untrue. 
You'll be diyorc'd from me, and marry her. 
The Conquer'd mufl obey the Conqueror* . 
This^Fcar torments me more than all the Reft* 
And as a Dagger wounds my troubled Breait* 
I knew the time when you did love me mora 
Than any She whom yon do now adore. 
But oh ! as I am writing, the News flieit 
That by a poifon'd Shirt my Hu(band diet. 
What have I done ? whither has Love drove me \ 
Is Love the Author of fuch Cruelty ? 
Shall my dear Hercules endure this Pain, 
And r, th' unhappy Caufe, alive remain ? 
My Title to him, by my Death PU prove. 
And furely Death's an Argument of Love« 
Meleager will a Sifter find in me : 
Shall Deianira be afraid to die ? 
Unhappy Houfe ! Ufurpers fill the Throne, 
Whilft the true Sov'reign is efieem'd by none. 

One 
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One Brother wades his Life in foreign Lands^ 

The other perifli'd by his Mother's Hands, 

Who on her felf reveng'd the Crime : Then why 

Should Dejanira be afnud to die ? 

Only this Thing I beg with my laft Breath, 

Not to believe that I defignM yoar Death. 

As ibon as yoa ftnick Neffus with yonr Dart* 

His Blood, he faid, wonld charm a ftraying Heart ; 

In it I dip the Shirt ; 'twas bnC to try : 

O DejemrMf make, nnJce hafte to die ! 

Adieu my Father, SIAer too adieu I 

Adieu my Country, and my Brother too! 

Farewell this Light, the laft tliat I fliall fee, 

Hilbu farewell; my Detr» I come to thee.. 
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ACONTIUS TO CYDIPPE. 
By Mr, R. DUKE. 

The A R G U M E N T. 

Acontiasy in the Temple of Diana at Delos, (famous ftnr 
the Refirt of the moft Beautiful Virgins of all Greece) 
fell in Lo*ue with Cydippc, a Lady of ^ality much 
eibo*ve bis own ; not daring therefore to Court her openly^ 
he found this Device to obtain her; he ^writes upon th§ 
fairefl Apple that could he procured es couple of Verfes t9 
this effea. 


\ 


«< I Twear by Chafte 2)/«m« I will ba j 

" In Sacred Wedlock ever joiaM to thee, ^ 

and throws ii at the Fnt rf the young Ladft Shejufi 
peeing not the Deceit takes it up, and readt it, and there* 
in promifes herjelf in Marriage to Acontios s there he* 
ing a Laij^ there in Force, that ^whateifer €mp Ferfm 
Jhould Sivear in the Temple ^Diana ^Delos, Jhould 
fand good, and he invio/ahly ohfer^d. But her Fa* 
tber not hnowing *what had paft, and having not long 
after promifedjber to another, jufi eu the Solemnities of 
Marriage nvfre to he perfornCd, Jht tvas taken nvith a 
fudden and violent Fever, vohich Acontios endeavours 
to perfuade her viasfent from Diana, as a Punijhment 
of the Breach of the Fovf made in her Prefence* And 
this viith the reft of the Arguments^ vfhicb on fuch an 

Qcc^on 
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Occajiou 'wottid occur t§ a Lovers is the SuhjeS of ihi 
follo*wing Efiftle^ 

REad boldty this ; here yoa (hal! fwear no morr. 
For that's enough which yoo have fworn before. 
Read it ; fo may that violent Difeafe^ 
Which thy dear Body, but my Soul doth feize. 
Forgets its too- long pradlis'd Cruelty, 
^nd Health to you reilore, and you to me# 
Why do you bluih I for blufh you do, I fear. 
As when you firft did in the Temple fwear. 
Truth to your plighted Faith, is all I claim ; 
.And Truth can never be the Caufe of Shame. 
Shame li^es with Guilt, but you your Virtue prove 
In fav'ring mine» for miners a Hufband's Love* 
Ah I to your felf, thofe binding Words repeat, ^ 

That once your wiihing £ye« ev^n long'd to meety > 
When th* Apple brought 'em dancing to your Feet^ 3 
There you will find the folemn Vow you madey 
Which, if your Healths or mine, can ought perfaade^ 
You to perform ihould rather mindful be» 
Than great Diana to revenge on thee* 
My Fears for yon increafe with my Defire» 
And Hope blaws that already raging Fire. 
For Hope you gave ; nor can you this deny» 
For the great Goddefs of the Fane was by ; 
She was, and heard, and from her hallow'd Shrine 
A fudden kind auipicious Light did fhine ; 
Her Statue feem'd to nod its awful Head, 
And give its glad Confent to what you faid* 

Now, 
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N0W9 if yon pleale» accufe my profp'rous Cheat, 

Yet ftill confefs 'cwas Love that taught me it. 

In that Deceit what did I elfe delign. 

Bat with your own Confent to make yoa mine ? 

What you my Crime, I call my Innocence, 

^ince Loving you has been my fole Offence, 

Nor Nature gave me, nor has Practice taught 

The Nets with which young Virgins Hearts are caught. 

Vou my Accufer taught me to deceive. 

And Love, with you, did his Affiilance give ; 

For Love flood by, and fmiling bad me write 

The cunning Words he did himfelf indite : 

Again, you fee I write by his Command, 

Ir^e guides my Pen, and rules my willing Hand ; 

Again, fuch kind, fuch loving Words I fend. 

As makes me fear that I again oiFend, 

Yet if my Love's my Crime, I mud confefs 

Great is my Guilt, but never ihall be lefs's 

Oh that I thus might ever guilty prove! 

In finding out new Paths to reach thy Love. 

A thoufand Ways to that deep Mountain lead, 

Tho' hard to find, and difficult to tread. 

All thefe will I find out, and break through all. 

For which, my Flames compared, the Danger's fmall. 

The Gods alone know what the End will be ; 

Yet if we Mortals any thing forefee. 

One way or other you mufl yield to me. 

If all my Arts fhould fail, to Arms I'll fly. 

And fnatcb by Force what you my Prayers deny : 

I ail thofe Heroes mighty Ads applaud. 

Who firfl have led'me this illudrious Road* 
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I too-^— bat hold. Death the Reward wil! be; 
Death be it then — ~— 
For to lofe yon is more than Death to me. 
Were yon lefs Fair, I'd nfe the vulgar Way 
Of tedioos Coartflup, and of dull Delay : 
Bat thy bright Form kindles more eager Fires, 
And Something wond'roas, as it ielf, inspires ; 
Thofe Eyes that all the Heav'nly Lights out-ffitae, 
(Which Oh! may*fl thou behold, and love in mine) 
Tho(e fnowy Arms, which on my Neck fhould foil ; 
If yoa the Vows yoa made, regard at all ; 
That modeft Sweetnefs, and becoming Grace, 
That paints with living Red yoar blnihing Face ; 
Thofe Feet, with which they only can compare 
That through the Silver Flood bright Thetis bear^ 
Do all confpire my Madnefs to excite. 
With all the Reft that is deny'd to Sight. 
Which coald I praiie alike, I then were blelt. 
And all the Storms of my vex'd Soul at reil. 
No wonder then if with fuch Beauty fir'd, 
I of your Love the facred Pledge defir'd. 
Rage now, and be as angry as you will. 
Your very Frowns all other Smiles excel ; 
But give me leave that Anger toappeafe 
By my Submiffion, that my Love did raiie. 
Your Pardon proftrate at your Feet I'll crave. 
The humble Pofturc of your guilty Slave. 
With falling Tears your fiery Rage I'll cool, 
And lay-therifingTempeft-of your Soul. 

Why 
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Why in my Abftnce tre you that fevvre ? -s 

Sammon'd at your Tribanal to appear, > 

For all my Crimes, I'd gladly Aiffer there, ^ 

With Pride whatever you Inflid receive. 

And love the Wounds thofe Hands voachiafe to give. 

Your Fetters too-— But they alas are vain. 

For Love has bound me, and I hug my Chain« 

Your hardeft Laws with Patience 1*11 obey, 

*Till you your felf at lafl relent, and fay. 

When all my SufF'rings you with. Pity fke. 

He that can lo've/o nvili^ is *w9rtby me. 

But if all this (hould unfuccefsful prove, 

Diana claims for me your promised Love. 

may my Fears be falie ! yet ihe delights 
In juit Revenge of her abuied Rites 

1 dread to hide, what yet to Ipeak I dread. 
Left you ihould think that for my lelf I plead* 
Yet out it muft, Tis this, *Tis fiirely this, 

, That is the Fuel to your hot Diieafe; 

When waiting Hymen at your Porch attends. 

Her fatal MeiFenger the Goddefs fends ; 

And when you would to his kind Call-confent, 

This Fever does your Perjury prevent. 

Forbear, forbear thus to provoke her Rage, 

'Which you fo eafily may yet aflWage. 

Forbear to make that lovely charming Face 

The Prey to ev'ry envious Diieafe : 

Preferve thofe Looks to be enjoy'd by me. 

Which none (houM ever but with Wonder ktz 

Let that freih Colour to your Cheeks return, 
, Whofe blooming Flame did all Beholders burn. 

But 
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But let on him, th' nnhapp7 Caufe of all 
The Ills that from DUna^s Anger fall. 
No greater Torments light, than thofe I feel. 
When you my deareft, tend'reft Part are ill. 
For oh! with what dire Tortures am I rackt. 
Whom different Griefs fncceffivcly diftrad ! 
Sometimes my Grief from this does higher grow, 
To think that I have caus'd fo much to you : 
Then great Diana^t Witnefs, how I pray. 
That all oar Crimes on me alone (he'd lay. 
Sometimes to your lov'd Doors difguis'd I come. 
And all around 'em up and down I roam : 
*Till I your Woman coming from you fpy. 
With Looks dejedled, and a weeping Eye. 
With filent Steps, like fome fad Ghofl, I fteal 
Clofe up to lier, and urge her to reveal 
More than new Queftions fuffer her to tell : 
How you had flept, what Diet you had us'd ? 
And oft the vain Phyfician's Art accus'd. 
He ev'ry Hour (Oh, were I bleft as he !) 
Does all the turns of your Diftemper fee; 
Why fit not I by your Bed-fide all Day, 
My Mournful Head in your warm Bofom lay, 
*Till with my Tears the inward Fires decay ? 
Why prefs not I your melting Hand in mine. 
And from your Pulfe of my own Health divine ? 
But oh I thefe Wifhes all are vain ; and he 
Whom moit I fear, may now fit clofe by thee. 
Forgetful a^ thou art of Heav'n and me. 
He that lov'd Hand does prefs, and ofl does feign 
Some new Excufe to feel thy beating Vein. 
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Then his bold Hand ap to your'Arm does fltde^ 

And in your panting Bread it felf does Udei 

Kifies fometimet he fnatches too from thee. 

For his Officious Care too great a Fee. ' <• < ' 

Robber» who gave thee Leave to tafle that Li^i ^ • • > 

And th6 ripe HarVeft of my Kiffes reap ? 

For they are mine, fo is thm Bofotn too, ' 

Which, falfe as 'tist ihall never harbpUr yoo.^ - ' 

Take, take away xbait thy adalt'rous* 1^6d^, / i 

For know, another Lord that Bread cooiniahd<s* 

*Tis true, her Father ^ronis'd hereto thee, 

But'Heav'n and (he firft gave her ieif to me; 

And you in Juftioe therefore ihovld decUihe '^ * 

Your Claim to that- which is already nvine* • 

This is the Man, 1 Cydifpe^ that excites 

Diana^s Itage to vindicate her Rices., i .:,■[.'•■' ) \ 

dommand him then not to approach tivy Dool*; - / 

This,doae, the Danger, of your Death is o^erj 

For fear not, beau teo|is. Maid, but keep^thy Vow^i 

Which great DJana heard, and did allow, - . ^ 

And (he who took it, will thy Hlsalth reftoTd, .: a 
A:nd be propitious as (he was before. '\ . ' : . > \ J > 
** *Tis not ^e^am of^a.flain Heifer's Blood,/ ..••"' 
<* That canalky the Angerof aGod. : '. 

«< *Tis Truth, and Juftioe to your Vows, appeifo . 
** Their angry Deities, and without tfae(e 
** No (laughter^ Beaft their^Fn^c«n divert^t : ^. ; (/i* 
** For that's a ;Sacrifice without^ flH^art* .*: ri.iw ;. \ 
Some, bitter Potioof patiently eadm?^, i - M :. i> 
And kifs the woondioglaiincs that worfu thei^ Cum.^ 

1^ Y«« 
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Yoa hayt? an need thefe-cmeV Cures toftelf 

Shun being |Mi|)ttr'drc>)[fl|r9 and te well. 

Why let yoa ^itl ymn pkns P^resits wo«p» 

Whom yoa in Ign'rauoe 9fyowt?fov6f9'k^Jf^l . 

Oh! to y^f Motkes all ourSflbry teUy- 

And the whole^ProgrcA of our hc^ve revetl; ' 

Tell her how fbft a^gfttft Dikmtis Shriao 

IiixtmyEy^»» my'wakid'rkig.&yes» ouiUnes .. 

How like the ^euastholOiLioQditoiaz'd^ . 

Whilft QB' thy F«fie iMtOipi^xAtefty Ilgas'4* 

She will her. M/j wkeanytiiuai9r-:T«tere)»e«t«i .- 

Smile, and-ni^pfOftetheamMNMifrBeoritt 

Marry, flieUl A};^ wkOB HMfvf ft coauiieiuls , to .tlicei ; 

He who has pload^dr Ehm^my pfeaftsi me« 

But fiiould (he afkfioinvdtat Seftent I.caitie^ 

My Country, and myBtreota^^ and/myf Namtf, 

Tell her (ilnt^Aaite ci£jthf<r ddciw«i my Shamfc^ 

Had yott ooit Avdrtt^yOti-fncfa samoee might chiifit;. 

But yiMryh(ff>woi>ft» siQtv^Ara,^ ymi.oaiift jxAife. 

This in my Dataitit DiaMm bid me ^^ite^ 

And when.B^wftk?d:ftBtlC«^tO'iodite:. 

Obey 'em both, forone Aas woonded m^ 

Which ^^loBiid ifyoa with^Ej^esofiPi^fiie^ 

She top will foonixdteot that wotendiBd tlae. - 

Thea^M'^ic JDayA;with<eaferJbiaAQ we'il Aovr* . 

As fttlLof BeMEbytywi^. as. Lofi Laipc« 

To the grmtT^mpfevw^luBtTfbn^pirgo^ 

And with our QtE^i&gsiMtAofMULr howi^ ^ 

A Golden rmag«:«liiiiB3l'll:oeai9fniioi 

Of tfti ftUb i|9k'iaammuD«oek|L 

..» An4 


And write below the happy Verfe, that came 
The Meflenger of iny faccefifal Flame. 
<^ Let all- the Wtirld this (torn jicmfkuitKOWf^ • 
'* CyMpp0 has been faithful to her Vow. 
More^I.woold Write^ bot fince thy Ilbiefs^reigQfi 
AndwVacks thy tender Limbs witfr^AarpeflTPainS^ 
My Pen fails down for fear, left thb might be* 
Altho' for me too. littje^ ]^et tQO mo^h. fpjr thee. 
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A C O N T I U S. 

By Mr. BUTLER. 

IN filent Fear I read your Letter o'er ; 
Left I (hottM Swear» as I- had done before ! 
Nor had I read, but that I fear t'engage 
By my Negled the peeviih Gbddefs' Rage : 
In train I deck her Shrine, her Rites attend. 
The partial Goddefi ftill remains your Friend* 
A .Virgin rather (hon'd a Virgin aid ; 
Bat where I feek Relief I am betrayM ! 
I languiih, and the Caaie of my Difeaie 
As yet lies hid, no Med'cine gives me Eafe. 
In how mach Pain do I this Letter write ! 
To my weak Hand my ficklier Thoughts indite : 
What anxious Fear alas aiHidts me too. 
Left any but my trufty Nnrfe ihou'd know ! 
TagaiAimeTime to write, the Door (he keeps. 
And whiipVing tells the Vifilants, Sii Skiff. 

Wqrfe 
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Worfe Ills I could not for yonr (ake fnilatn, 
Tho* you had Merit eqoal to iny Fain. . 
Your Love ibetrays, my* Beaaty proves my Siiare» 
I had been happy had I fecfii'd kfs fair: 
Whilft with yoar Rival yoa contend to raiie 
My Beauty's Fame, I periih by your Praife : 
Whilft neither will admit the other's Claimt 
The Chaie is hinder'd;. and both mifs theGame# 

My Nuptial Day dritws on, ' my Parents preft 
The Sacred Jlites, my blooming Years: no lefs : . 
But whilft glad Hymnt at my Door ^ttends^ 
Grim Death waits near to force me from his Hands. 
Some call my Sicknefs Chance, and fome pretend 
The Gods this Lett to crofi my Nuptials fend : 
Whilft by feverer Cenfiirc yoaare gueft, . 
By Pbikrdt to have wrought upon toY Breaft. 
If then your Love fuch'Miichief can Create, 
What NGs'ry is reierv'd for her yon Hate ! 

Wou'd I to Deks ne'er had found the' Way, ' 
At leaft not found it on diat fata! Day! 
When in our Port our Anchors firft we weighed, 
Th' unwilling V^fielftilli^th'Harboorftay^d; ^ 
Twice did ot^ Winds^ beat bade our flagging Suit 
Said I, crofs Winds? no, thofe were proi^'rotts Gdes^ 
Thofe Winds alone Mew fair, that back convey'd 
Our Ship, and thofe that oft our Paflage ftay'd* 
Yet I to fee famM Deks am in Pain, 
And fondly of each hindering Elaft complain. 
%y Tenoi Ifle, and Mccone we fteer'd 1 . . . . ■ '' 

At laft fair D(hs* winding Cliffs appeared; 

K 3 And 
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And much I for M ntw tbe^PmkfSkii^ 
Shoa'd Vaniihf as^Uftlftid etUsrodoiie tefao. 
At NigbtmXipBdi; Ibon ^:di^Da9r recnmSd 
My platted Treflst JMiVkhpClcfkdB lidiimM^ 
Tiien to att^d rtiieiricred&itts wtip^ 
And pious Ineenfe ion eaicli Altardilovr; 
My Parents t&Bfe4t'.tii«irikl»otion* ftay ; 
My NiirfejaiHi thffHfljghiaU fiieTiihpte flray ; 
We view^atli Oomt^ lawbe^di fyMWMStiimi^ 
Piaares «dLSt«tiiBvGf|^ofiaAiiieiit Hmjfi. : 
Bat whilft into lAdefRafitUsfl^ayVA^ ' 
I aQi.lliyftirihy flyqIcvMrVir %tli 

The Place Hmt ftdai|iMSIynf| to iy< |iia» /: 
Yet there I findtfc>4pyiriiiifhiliiiiWijiHffiisi i\i . 
Ah me! rdilifeeilorhav^woiftidieNiboM4Sh6ei: i .^ 
The Name of msdlockirtnbiftcHierteidi . 
Bot thro' my Chcaiu anvpaUfcdSliflhslrts^yfgM; 
Why didft tjiou <ho^t^ 4ttib4)9atag ifiid>f 
I flion'd have beeh/iillrtelcd« wtbear^d: 
Is then t]^^)BiUe64Miioiid«olttte thy Baft ? 
^ Aiid ratify MiObtli iiriihoMtl^ffBlaHfP 
The Wmqm^eiuii livitiMMrt «as;ab&ifc^tiiefl«ii 
I ipiddilteditpB '0^h» Mt didom^ifilrear. 
Yet caitiqt I dei^>diat .1 Ai^M^ 
J}iana*s l^gpUiis Si9kndf)4«ie8imBift ; 
Glad ^«r«i thrice dvi tdiDur £o(irt8 jre];»ii^. 
Thrice frigbifid Afldtto fiila:^€tffh pls^isedltfafi^. 
Thin CovVings on viyimrVifii Limbs are Jpitti* 
My Parents ia9#n*m<^ «$41i'^dy Sead^ 

What 
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What have I ^one to merk ^thit Difticie, 
Reading b«t W4>rds whtffe Fraacl i ooa'd 'liot •goeiir! 
Do thou, evVi tkoa 4M>m wham my ^oflF'nngi ifpfiiDg/ 
T'appeafe the (jodttofa' Itage tliineiOff^^xiigs bring. 
When willHlitffe'flande, 4b«t^^rk cheftttl'RhfBUr 
Bear Incenife «iM«m«vc«fi»y''tV^» th^rCranel ' 

Nor think that^hy rich-RiivQl, ^bo^tUow'tf 
To'i^t, M of greater Favours proud. 
By m^ he fits, bat Aill jvft OManoe^ceep^, 
Reftlefs at I, -taNM fiMom, oftea j«rM^. ^ 
Bluihinghe uhM*i{M,>Mvd')oaveft aT#arv •. 
And once his CMtMge Jr<snrfd>to ary^^« Mf D«ar, 
But frdm^^JWms'ftill Ifyltaigreea 1 <ci>e«p> 
And to pvttWK BMfeomii paeltiidta^Aitp. 
He finds, hut Mii'dUiteife^Mi'MigbtdUgiitiff, 
He checks his^VMig«e, b«.t;phi(i0s«ie4irMv hia^Ey^s* 
With Grief he wafit9» and I with Fevers pine» 
*Tis we that fafer^ bat th' Oience was thine. 

Yott write for leave to come and fee me here» 
Yet know yoor former Vlfit coil me dear. 
Why woaldil thoaihith^r co^ ? ihou^anft but iee 
The double Trophies of thy Cruelty. 
My Fkih confom'd, my Cheeks of Btoodlefs Hue^ 
Soch as I once did in the Apple view. 
ShouMft iee me now thou wou'dil repent thy Cheats 
Nor think me worth fuch ex^uifite Deceit. 
To Diloi back with greater Hafte wou'dft go, 
And beg the Goddeia to Hie§Se my Vow : 
On new Defign$ thy Fancy WbnMll employ. 
Contrive new Oaths the former to deftroy» 

1^4 N« 
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No Meant have been omitted to procure 
My Heaithy bat ilill my fevVUh Firsendore. 
We a&M the Oracle what caa^M my Pains ? 
The Oracle of broken Vows complains ! 
The Gods themfei?es on your Behalf declare : 
What haft thou done to merit this their Care ^ 
But fo it is I and I at laft incline. 
Since that thon art their Ch<Mce, to make thee Min«» 
Already to my Mother iVe declar*d> 
How by your Ciioning I have been infaarM* 
IVe done, and what I have already b\i^% 
I fear is more than will become a Matdt. 
My Thoughts are now confos'd, and .can indite 
No more, my (teblo Hand no more can write. 
Nor need I more Snbfcribe, bat this. Be Troc!* 
And (fince it mafl be fo) my Dear, AHvu-. . 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

mtas ewHwiftrary nnitb Ovid» Hi vorou a Book §/" 
Mligiif to bh Mifin/s Terifena; atid left fome unfinifi^d 
Toims oftbi aneinU Romali Jkmginf and Ceremonies ; and 
uf/o nuroU fe^itai Epifiles Uh Ovid's, in Anfruer to fo 
meny oftlmt excelknt Poet\ v\%» Hippoljrtus to Phsedra^. 

^nca^. /«J>ili ii^rJfn %pfil^ J^M^M^ 9lP>>o, 
Ulyfles to Penelope, Dcmophopn /« Phillis, emdVzm to, 
OEnone ; of all wbicb, excepting the tbree lafi^ tbe h^mj. 
rfTtme ba^^Pfi^fi4^s^^ oT «aW8;2A >;i 

Tbe learned Heiniius Jpeaking of tbe/e three Epiilles,. 
iaUs tbem a Tteajure : and indeed tbey exfr^s fo mkeb of 
O Amte Poetick Gimmp and maintai^^beir CbaraSer^ 
IhrMi- tbai> it bas Aen tbougbt fit if^ibis Bdiiionto gidt^ 
Urn an Englilh Verfion^ Jince in all tbe late and befr 
Mditions ofOilAU Workh theft EpifUcs of Sabinus «r«* 
jfiimd ififirud* 
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ULYSSES TO FENE'L^JFI?. 


The ARjGU'MESiT. • < 

Ulyflcs having rkiiv^d Vcn^loft's Eftfllt, fy tlh'Anft^er 
endtavours to cl^ar her Douhts^ ,and calm htr Thoughts,^ 
He ielU with *what Fcrtitude he Had gone through th$ 
'various Hair djhips that hddlefalVn him\ and that hay^ 
tngecn/uIted^iteTiSLS and Pall;^, he 'was determined to 
return fuddenlj. to Ithaca; hut (tq comply lAjItb tBe 
Oracles )' ^lone, and in Pijgui/e* And as he is caref^ 
Us magnify his Lohef asi^ Fpars of her^ and ker extra-" 
ordinary Conft^suy and'Chafiity : ^o he forgets not to teU 
her lAshat he faw in Ejlfiain> *}j(shither hi ixjen^ to con>^ 
fub Tircfias.. ^ ^ 

CHance docs siisttt Iw*fed Vfyji^s^f^- 
ffh^ii^cmt^^uiiiei^^RmPehiopei 
So much tk}r^kitovirn ^leftr<}Har2<a!er8^^idi^ <)ye - 
That m^ long' TrcmMes fouin! ^sca itifianffiiife.. ' - « 
tfl am flow^ '"tis'Oiriy^o rdate 
To thee my many Woond? "from fotgrfVnte^ 
Well might the Gr^rtodead'huVethoogihttJie^ov^; ^ 
When by feign'd lifeAidUl^^jf«d^^; ^' • • ^ 
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Nor had I Will or Power to leave thy Bed, 

Bot io foBeu thy Cbanns from Hoooor fled. 

You bid ine ccmie, and never day to write ; 

Bot adverfe \Hinds detain me fromi yeor Sight, 

Trpy hinders noti a Place once fo rcver'd, ' 

In Allies now, nor longer to be lear'd. 

H^fftr agnd all her mighty Men. of Fame . 

Are now no more, are nothing but a Name^ 

By Night the Th-aciaa Monarch Rbt/us (lain, 

I fafely to our Camp eef oin'd again. 

Leading his warlike. Horfe;, my juft Spoil, 

The noble Triumph for tlic Vigor's Toil. 

The Shrine wherein the Phrygian Safety lay. 

My fortunate Contrivance brought away* 

ClosM in that Horfe which prov'd the Bane of Troj^ 

Unmov'd I heard QaJ[andra cry--— ^-Dcftcoy 

;The Engine quick ; the Foe your Rnih fcck^ :.. 

$urn, bnirn it quite> nor trgft the qrafty Gmku 

To me obligM the %xtzx,4chiUt$ lies i 

for his lad Rites.-Jxis Pan'ral Obfe^uies : 

Which A^ion fix the Q.r€cin» Army warms^ 

For his recover'd Corps they give kJs Arms. 

Bat, what avails 1 the^Seaih^ a}l{ngrqSt[l -.. i ^ 

My Ships, my Arms, and my C(py;>anioi)f IpAt i. . 

Tho* all diingt elfePaite'a Cru^ti^t r^movf, , 

They have iv> Pow'r tO' ihake my. •conflan t Loy^ . 

Thatltill endures, and triumph over aJUj^. ^, 

Nor can hy SxyHa, cr QhMriidii fail : ) . v 

To^aJter that the charming Sixem fail,| . <....' 

Nor cain the: fell ^/i^^a/)erprevail« , . 


UtYisrs ito Penelope. ao$ 

Not touch'd by Cinii Am» fron her I fled ; 

Nay (httn'd the Proffer of a Goddtii^Bed^ . 

£ach promisM, fo Ae mtght^become my Wifip, > 

To give me deadiMr. Joyty amLcndlefsiLifie*. . . 

Both ( rcjcdy andhana^tl^ia.vicwt. i • 

My dang'root Trayeh d war ftd lyisreiifanr. >. i . • 

(Let not thefeFenaierNaiiMe beget Jiew Fcars^ 

Alarm thy Bi^aft, BOjr drowa thine Eytt in Tears) 

What Circi^ what Csfypfo coold efiM : 

Secure of me^ aU.«hi]lMigDdQtes<lieglo£k^ . - > • ^4 r/ 

That yoa my open 800I flwy ittUd vieWy -} ii 1 ' 

I will confefs dnt I'havcJq^difcryonj' ' 

When.1 wastold hdw nrnt^rotts « Reloic 

Of eager Rtvab crowded an yoar Coort» 

All pale I grew ; Lift left my outward P^» 

Scarce the retkiag Bkxid pmfervM my Hearts \ • ^ < . 

Befieg'd by prefing yoathfalLovertitMrni^ t o' .1 »i X^ 

TheirBowUwith'W}nfe^tfaesi>Hrii^ft,^MdLRofodmn^ 

My growing Doobts to wild Sdibidenliat^f ) : ' :> 

Ah! canIthinkiha^lismine,.andchaae^ 

If me (he wept, hjei^ ChaTmr wott^d not be flicbi 

Cou'd ihe thtts^conqver, if ft* ibitiiw'dmnch^ ^ : 

Yet qaickly I4OV0 retodw^rwhenJ pcfoowro ^ 

How w^ll your chaAcvyoiir>piokis Arts d«oeive^ :^^ ' yt* 

Yoarhiiaty Soitcim».andipa6ettrt'IMay» :;,.!/. 

By Night undoing wlieit yqn wesfr by Say^ ^ ^ 

Yet fear 1/ left fome bnfy Lovei't Eyet . . .... 

Thee at thy.honeft Actifiee fiMrprife« . « . 
Better by ^«^i(«MEMt had I^yfd, .:' Ji : :./;.: 
Than kadw ch^ facrific'd to Loft and Pride. 

Bittfr 
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Better ta nracian Anns h^mhWi^^^nf, 

Whi]ft there astfet my wiad'xii^iAiiry ;Uy : 

Or then. bmeykUecbfiatf fifP ^^MCp 

When I retiattU:Xi&^firdm&h^ %fWcSlMr.. 

*Twfts there I ftw, mmoagttMinibttaLC^^i i 

MylatedetrMfriMrrMMMMUettMnb. - 

She told'^tfr'^Hosfe^ 31!cl>«Uei4o»l«r.^dit;: 

i griet'dAe thMe.^idijnf EfldhxACiow flnnu 

There toa the gr^Mi^Brti^tH'im^r 

Who fcornifigB^jiiftibdriijbBifiMniM Skat i > : 

With Homie AaMlUA&OTwkfiUdieMi<lr9^ 
Now happy witkAfSTainiih<fitiMiW\yi^^ ^ 

Fearlefs of Chnige;^ thanghadK iaijCiii»cSMves :,> . 
liamenting notiksoUdilb ^oaagidtfioend^ //: 
Pleas'd wi^ a<i Bavlgi».(£i|ael>IBnuHb luiiilld. 

The noble (fiiiii wnBei^lyttoia^^ ^n*:!*^ d b ^^f 
>p^yi^^fr}|j^fpimtf iMirilniiiinmiiifliyi iM §U^l m -i 
Efcs^ing tqa»&iflkfaJUiutt Sni^ 1 vc' > i ^ ; '.-... , 
WheKfarbaaJfe^Av^ifaarndlAl'^aUdajr li 
Such IUa, jfi)r(ykngtAiiMfliKia^^a%<&^ 
BatwhHft>>ffqpkiii9'lorUsfi£?Jb(iani^c. iJ j .« 

By impi«MdbUndttJaiiittqah#^iiii{#N»^ ' ^ *^ 
And by a thoa(i^ Vsnnk^hanBrvncfkikiiitdit ' 
This u-agidic&lkidiinklhe fpif aftsBtr^htifife. « * 
ContrivMandflitfag^iifMLwiMi^badi^^ . 

Pretending VcngeaMeite bttiano^diiaaQfifn^ 3 1 . 
To (Qver her's, ftrike9«ftifAh*8iiiMkfl#i!i» ;i n: . 
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Wben Viaoiyt^idalMk A^A^M^tiii^ 

And weMPA(^MftMi#diiMk^^^ 

Great »a<l »Wfe ^ildi Mtl«i>4^Mfti6# ' < ' • ' • ^ 

And ancient AI»8A»'aft^^fMllHi«fttfCli;f-* . ' -'i ' <> • 

To her negleaifd^/^4)2i>M4b}iVlI«H'- <^^^ >'' 

Left Love mighCPMi(b4RP«riii|gMlft<yit4M 

No longer her in hitibtf^PbtrAi^W^^MetK 

A fearfu].OliD|a«i>my>iwrfliig^«iii^ 

Her enrag'd Heart ¥Mi iOPiir ttl!i^/Rnfi9Mr>lMraiil 

And foddenly to ftVMhd filldk ttft«iM&)|^: -''iKc cltt 

In barkklgv*ikJoildlv Mid»tfbklIi%g^^Mv>ftl^€iitfir 
The lond ComplaiMi lMr>«i6l<^AflMiMii4bidt# 
Asifamaz'd» tkft3ktfe«iih>^iadi<aAd:6ea; ^ i 

Start mtoTe0i^il»«tslwtPA)dl|jf. ' 

By dangVoofti&oiiat^qfMir Mi4iniidtfyi«ift ^ ' ' ^ ^ : 
No«^ wand'ring l9lff«kMiilui0Mii^^tM¥4M^ - ' -^'o i 
lut if the wife ?/«9Ai|[3MUmi(«iifcl^q'i Ji • 9rr.' j ! ^ ^ -• 
Oar fiitare Joys as Mi&ltKlttUve(i&i' ^3 '?. m ^ .( ; v . 
The proph«CyM)MriAMil|9«ftl^ipttft^ 
I enter on my kitfdnr^ibilMM^^ 

itlas now^an^fltet^lfkiiM ttttfcflowEnCittlh' 

ife Jed by her, iWi»iia«i»fc^M^< - -^ -^ ^' ' ^-^ ' j 

Since AMU Wfe^MMM^^teaiTM^MK /^ :l. 
What mighty lli8:dq^tlltiGN|lxlMr#)Nrmigh|'^ U ' 
By ralh MkMoM MiiiOilfia^fikkl * < t 

Not ev*n 93NMi #1 iii«adMi«fpM«; 
His Virtue too did oar Afflidion ihare. 
None coald his Favour or his Merit pleads 
But all were paailh'd fibi the impioos Deed. 

Yet 
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/et happy Mut^hm M CtoM» CR*ld Ubita.; . 
Hi8 beattceoas Wife mu KStt.Qfi^tvu^htsv^- 
In vain the Win4$» . So vfui» tte KBoMMgt^ . 
While Ae is there:U9P«fii#itl9«ffw$g^> :r ' 

Winds had no Poiv'ckie:KiftftC|»:lseftr|iiir * 
Nor his Baibr^OBa the ttOHAnQfis M«in^. 
Thrice happy I, did I biHTf|t¥eI fe. 
For calm*d by thee tllSeas woo^d getttk-grow* 
littt fyi^TAm^tckfu v{pith thee I hear . 
Is fafe, extrean^y lefiBftM fe.iti]rCAie» r. 
Whofe t90 nS^ VoyAge yet J »eede iiKilMiliM9«i: 
Whatever J^0fMyiooif'd or ^iNfivjdmii; f-mo' 


> ? 


Too weak th* Exciifc ev*!! ofUs Pilfty*:: /. \ v .: 
For venturing oat iafiich a'dang'iovs See»: . 
But now th« PiAphel bidi tie hope^ 4U:Saift : , : 
Iso^er^ iUl4^iM>w*I lhy(Biobilw»ii|r^l ^ wolf 

Alone I come; tempdf'tb)ttifiag jitiriLvV 9t' e i r j 
ForallEx€efleseqt^]&d«i9(|r«iI/: . ^v^^ ,;j3u^. .;v,> 
Not open Force, bat MaimeemttLlittd iAft» : . '^ 
The Gods fbretel, will Vi&^rjr itip<rti»,! - .. u .....r. j 
Amidft a Feift, ^and in Ihe MgliM.Pf rMSlie^ . >.: 
Perhaps my juft RftV;e«0e-if|»]&i4%i( , t^d ^ri I- .,1 
And make the feorn'd£9|^MbhttftMl. it i: w , 
Swift fly ihfrl^i^> aid^QM^IklM jifltpy Otef ^ 
And whf a miif d .for Agf* Jfift-tt^f ' {] v 
ThatDay! which:ftifiJl'reaot0j^li»togAMU. 

And all th' intr^ncing Pktfittet of thy Bed. 

• . » • • • 

■-'^ ♦ Ml. .f.,f . '. M 

>MST, 
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E P IS T. II. 

DEMOPHOON TO PHILLISj 

The A R G U M E N T. 

Phillis, the young ^em of Thrace, itnp(UUnt of^he M^ 
long Ahfenci of ber iatelj marry' d Hujband Dcmcvj 
phoon, tbt Son of Thcfeus King ^Athens, had 'writ- 
tin him a 'very faJponateLttttr intermixt with Hoff, 
Fear, Love,, and Dtfpair. Which Utter Dcmophooa 
recihfingfie ntuTm this Jnpwer. Wherein owning her 
Kindrufs, hi Jbiws hi bva ber with an extream P^ 
fiw ; an^ tbf bg bm^ no^ Thoughts tf any other Lovi^ 
Tells but (bfiikr Difordiirs of bii, Famifyr roguimi 
more time to re^fet^U tba^ ^i^expeaed, are the trn^ 
and onfy Cfti/jt of ^bis St^y. He gertily blamet^.bm 
Doubts and her Impatience '^ bandjomefy exeufetk bim^ 
felfi promifes an imuialable Confiancy, and tbatt W< 
Jffairs fettled, be. 'will certainly return^ 

WHilethi&iairon^recxiTef^d^/isyixfejit, r 
Can I filrps the Aid my i{^iV£/ leiit 2 
No other Tarcb haa.Z^iRMt iield foe me. 
Ah? were I happy now, as theti with thee! . 
Tbefeus (wkofe fioUe Blood yom; Mind did. fndve» 
Much lefs than yoar. own free uabta£i'd Love) , ' . 
Hard Fate for osl ddivfo fr<»n his Regal ThieotiQ: ' "* 
Bat Death has pat thiihoUUfiirperd<>WQ. . . 
7'^C/^tf/, who did unequal Glory ihare , 
With great Akides in the Toils of War, 

Whc« 
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' Broke the fierce Amazonian Troops at length* 
Tbi/msy whos lAhen th£ Minotaur lLe*d tbin^ 
Did of an Enemy a Father gain. 
Cortt^d'Aieli 9 Prmc*, <(iu'd ibdi a^aNnUbt^ 
Withoat a Crimea abapdou'd^.^ left by me ? 
Thisy my dear Phillis^ is J>emophom^t Charge; . 
t>n thjs mySrotker Modly do« enlarge. 
Toi prefs, he cVies, .fdr Ihe fair ThtaeUnS<^tx\m, 
Aftd ait yodr Cbitrage ^bftftniiilter AiTihs. 
Smfdy tire \^Wfe Occifioh-ffio await. 
And oar Dnafters^row l^ yoinrJMbqr.' 
&ur4^d:th-er'k Pace, haS'yottitfftfclkiMe^mBMu^^ 
t«fu kad pimmtd» orr^Mc Eaft 
fl)ioisid jfrskiM lefi tOT^a tha&^nmdr^^jpi^^ 
Att4 >^y.aWoBaanriD(Att tlnni'te^^ 
ThotnLges'^MMir Old -SMrtf now ^ 
Whh equal An^r Itends: faer wHnlleS &row% 
"Hiat ber^Son'sHands dofe not her )ig>d %e^' 
©n myi!r<lay wHhferbk Wrath-ftc !Bc$. 
I filent Hand, wldleme they 'both accnfe; 
Nor on their Ang«r»'J]i^tlqfAb6adB«ittfei. . 
Methinks ihi«MoinelttMliiie»r 'a(B\%» 
While on thy Coaft my fllat»fr^d Naa^ ^r« 
ToSeai taSaa, liie Weather now. da 4i«d». 
On Bo«rd» and'ipfead thy Casvas t^4he WM^ 
By what, (bard.flmto/t^Miir -aittlioaife tcoki 
To thy loft Ooiinqy^ aad ^ Fbch«r leok» 
Pi&//Zr/ yoa lover <hepyp«rlBAani{^ixiikpv '• 
HerCooniry fhe for1Uote~«dl;«N)ib!fiiiii6faeii. * 


Begs your Retarsi» ^^wik^M^nli mHOmi 

And do*8 a barb'iba* QAm»i0<j/flb^bii^t^9. i 

Yetin themidftof UMi6w<«A I jK^^fd - *> 

By adverfe WinU lb AeWIBlteRgtor lUyWbl , : 3 

Oft whaA >t pa^iingf&i ^abmp^ «hy IMr» - 1 - 

I bleft the Storms dMidU^r Butiig «lMfE^4 i 

Norto my Father will (I ia!ii»«>i»wii ^ 

Whate*eKormyAvtet(Aiviiii.lJiM«db>Mt . < . 

That I avoJNi^ qiP iW) AafSlof^ IWWil, : ; v/ , . : iT 

Is owing to the titwimi^lhqitBtin . • . 

ril tell him triaiy:stlUt(lMiftiinW(l«ft»^ - • 

Thy dear Emhfjiina/vfa^mlf fi^lWiA<rrf«fih : 

What rod»^hmtUkmAMkJfiyihAi9/^ 

Bat wtieping Ey^(mm*iJi^mkMkMiM^ Nt^Mlt 

The Ships &• «Ji^l4«^p^/i<Wrflofiikeftm« . 

And only bidi Jlvyjlyhi^littlrd^m 


^ > i I'.- 


*.",!>• ^ .1 ". J .vwii^'jft* 


i 


Nor can heobiiffQtaC:#»]^iTiMiM P: J 

V]^ to the 9^mmmkiU0tgrA0t4i$fi0M^'B^ft^ , 
Hereeshisihinia«flftaiMfritt>thlSiiiw. . 
My Father's biaaMy /aiSilbeJ^Wilr fiiii^W > : 
Tho' by a Q<^ l^iMEaUfi i!f^iH](pk« 
Shall my ill Fate too, fbimti^^^ fvt» # 
Enquire the Caafe» .vmmtJB^9iait Mluii9* 
Take this fare FlMi0ii}rie«M»'/^s**ii RftDr«« 
His Heart for yon, atfd dni^ j><^ ^doAS huniK 
Is't poffiUr }Mt ^ig^MQf^ffcpvildfte 
Of the Pifi^ers ofrstoy jF ImNjr I V : ^ 
I inoorn a P4aMit^Riil«i Mvpl^^tniSnaM 1* : ' ; 
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My Soal Udienti a lioble Br odier dead» > 
Torn by his frfghted^Hprftsuute' fled. ... 

Not to excafe Returning, lunre I idUl .: 
Some of the many Caiil^v that' urkft-teld 
Me from thy Pensv Believe UForluiic't Ciime, 
Thatlftiil'begofdieea^little^me.: '^ 
DecfiniDg The/eus I maft firfr tnt^r : / - 
Honour will ilMt to €v^ry Tbli^.pidnft. 
Thatdone, for which my Pray rt irdarqK^. < ^ - 
For Leave, to Tlfr^tr rinftaotiy 9«tt«at/. : : 
I am not falfc, bbrtliU ad6rrtHy;<aiarin9r 
Nor do I think I'm Me but inr thy Arms* ^ 
Not War; liorTemp^fli, fine* the^BaBiof Tro^» 
Cott'd me in nlyRetiink fi>'n|Kh*«fMof. ... 
To caufe Dctey i if^ ihail(<w«| lolilf Sftiv 
EfieOed by the kind iAt'^liNuim ^u^ek ^^ x' . 
Caft on thy fhdre»^' ^^o frcefy dHafcppijr . u 
To all my pitfiingWtfRtf tf keiiie%; '' 
Be iliil the faAiej: 'fheft notl»ng (HaUiremore 
The happy Demopihm from FiiJUs^Lave. ' '. ' . 
What if a ton Yeat^ War flitmM Mw l«»eur, ' 
That Honour ihou'd engage me to put fte f . 
Fendopt thy great'Bxaxnple be, . ' 
So fam'd for her Onfpbned Charity. . 
Her curious artful Web, ill ond^fto6d» 
Did her hoc Lovers euniiingly elude. 
The Woof advanced by'Dtf , . thetNigl^s Teirain^ 
And ravel to its primitive y^ool ag^. - ^ ' 
But you with P<ar,' it fde'ms, »ie Almdft'dead^ 
Left the fconi'd Tkructant flKwld defftfr your Bed» 
AK cruel ! wottM you with another Wed I 

Is 
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Is then yoar Love* is then yoar Faith fo light f 
Hot c«ff )he 9^fif fyrOim Vowi aliHght;i* : ^ . ' 
Think what yoar Shame, think what your Grief will be^ 
When my retiming Saik^from faayoi^iee. ^ . 
Then all itf f iftfl repedtng iVars Vill flow, ^ 
And own the Conftancy yoo qaelUoii now. 
Dim^j^oinx^ditiC tttvTJh Asiasr, yoii'B cty ;. ' 
And to my Arms through Winter Storms does Hy. 
Ah, why fo ^l^aTalSiistt iSdl COnft*aA.i ; 
And, what i blamM in him» why did I ad? 
BalHe^v'i ViftV Itfoi^^hXt <S'^^ bctod, ^ ^^ >\ -' ^ 
that% fiir Vihuccott1ri>efo hiiCl^^^ '^*^ -'^ 

I^ Af^h 4F4tc^flioulrffe\i V ^'l' ^ "'• 

*riic inigh'ty Load woii^d OVeVwheliA me ^ifite. 
But a&f what diretul threat^ing W6'rds are thofe 
With Which yourLett6rVo6 unkih^^^^^^^ 
Xil&n/atleaft *titl ^i^k&r-Caufe yout^^^ ' * 
To charge mf Hc^fd witi'd6ubVPerfdyi '^ ^« ' - -^ 
If i<i d^fcrt tte CfV/W Weri k ftrnhj ^^\ ^^ v ^ 
Yet I've doii^ nothklg to ht goitty diought* ' 
Farfwel my J^ppe'i J^ phjed. Soul of Love : - 

All that obf^^M PPi Mf^^^t ^^!^ ¥°¥^^ \ * 
Mayev'ry Joy j;^ije.4^,>r^99oii« give, ,. . . ■ i 
For ever with my cliarmij^ Pi^^ liye« .^ ^ . >. / 
The Windi f^H^Jiear jQiy,W<>rd8 ; my Perlon they y 
I hope (hall fafely to thy Arms convey $ C 

There to rep^t another tioptial Day* ^, J 

My Wiflies are with ihee^ and that I paafc»' , ,. ,j . 
My Duty, 9x^.3!ay,i§fafW Bt^^tC^uff^ . ,;v., ,^^ / 

• - -i ■> ■ '-■ - \. f ■ .,•'.'. ■ ■ ■•:•.' f 

EPIST. 
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^ ' ! "• ; J.'i A -J Ti'': ' .'jr:i 'if.,.' 

^ /. f V' • 'f'J»* '"'-'' *'^^-^^' '^ ^' *• -^ ^ • •''» ^' 

^tt/i^fi thi /i^ir,(^^^ tmi^i^ 

this Efijfh,f>i4ff7f.frr 

ihi Ml^Jpmt^ fXT; S4i^0,^0fd t^orfui^^. Si^fiin^ 

times on f^.^^rff .^feyi^^,.;^ 

H ixirt her i^flffi^Si^iUr ^»f^*f^ff .0*5 ^iif^, ;^ w^ 
Famus) U t^oenr^^el \t,^.Jflf^,h{r^i^itt^ kis 
PaJ/tQ«f9r.hcrt^m:,kjf'i9liti^^ ier f^*. 

WHiJryoir of nlir fb* jtiill)r» l^lji^ii^h^ eoniphAh 

I own myJFaafti oonf»fr%*bi«IWhVb^8v^ . ' - • 
Yet my new LoveHb Penitenc^tll<»wi.. ' - - 
Vfay t&is A<:kibWlM^ihai^pr(Mr6^¥Hte IM^^ 
And calm the Tcriipeft of WSnomiH9tt9Sti - 
rCjif//W*8 Slave hh'^Ortler hot oBcjrj 
Deferting tkecrfbr chiitrm^g iSiSwir. 
Your Wit and'Waw^i WJfeJihi ytm Jrnowtlidint^r 
M/ firft yoang Wittm^ and my Bloom of Lov'e. 

. 1^ 


My giorioo^IKfidk i$k<a*tvoab)cil fliQtQiirJb^; 
Lore and oar Fiooln 4iii «H oar TkoipglBi €M»0{o]|, , 
If talk of GrcttMbrnHisM Jiwitk ofir $(pot|b < : ' 
I fworc Pf/MM mj^ UdOfiir* Q^^ *{ 

Thus, tho';«w>o)MM)8'4^i xl{4rlhcn Jipi9|k^)»f/9r%iiak > : 
Love; whom l^fliojifM^MdMt (iJMi^f^^ 
When yoivfrom /W «b4 fMHV th« Sa^ fled, - 
To take a ?tiv9t» Skfiff^ to y^qc fied. > 
Was it your Reafoii) Ae^iyoo} ^ juii^ '- , 
Or kept yon o^gliirbffidfifiyofic^LQYf 171 yiemr? 
My prefent Pa^oif ir liP9V^Wl» ^orecc 
L did of LiJa*s beiDifaoffPi Dan^tj^ l^enib 
Infpii^d Cajimif4 itf drftKitrf tUThinB, 

InevVyCircumliUM»Bfl^l/>9.W«U)^«B<«f . ; 

Th' Event has jttf^'^h/K ?$oph(»Cf : . , .. (, 
Except thofeWoHi^ of |iU9e,#i^Xet.i«n]^ . 
To bringme to my pityiqgl^Bipliiag^r : ^ / 

Still I rememba^ fwaet QEjim^s ff^. 
When itAt wo did sh^ ftmigp Pr^Aioa- he«iw 

Her Paris {aqt^A9MtfOi$9Bm'944»ilCrl 
Mttft he ftt^^aiy^ Stom^Cirf, #i}d^ain.b|^9g^ 
Be foand a ?.m^»' (bmr^ involve tboKi^g^ 
Love taught mortlKei^tea'd'OaiDgfsrft so deipiic ; 
AndLoveequipttrnff-lbfripjEiiteri^iM. • 
To him impi^e ihf £!iipio«,ai^ me.&ifgj^^^^ 

The God, not F^>. 4pf9thaNj6nPi4^dcc«ire.^ 
Againft his Pleafure wti^.«aii>149i;ft|l| %,, 

Whofe Pow'r th' uasmnMi O^if^thmfA^fik^kn ^ ' 

Whfft 


ai6 Paris ir^ O&hone. 

Wh^n mighty J^t ihsFift of Oupiil boras, 

Into a thoofiuid vaijoQs ^lapes he turns. • 

Buropa^'iMi and jD^nuM^t ^l^eir ShonrVy 

Put each a lovely Virgiii iii'lib PdW*^. ^ 

Noi*cliarmittg'i%i>» (Gittfe'of <aU diy 0«r6) / . 

Had been Td wond^roas^ ^ divral^ Pair, 

Had not ^tLtJovt the Silver Plumes pvt on» 

And cheated Leda with ii feeming Swan. 

O'er Piny Iddi Jbwp m- Eagle, ftes > 

With his lovM G^ffm^i^todtftantikks. 

The valiant Herctiks^^ ib Fierce aAd Bold, 

For Ompbak^ did a weak DiflaiF hold : 

Glad like a Maid he fat himdown to Spin, 

And Conqu'ring (he put on the Lion's Skin. i 

Your {t\iJpotlo^9 proferfd Loive decline, ' ' 

And ihun a God's Embrae<9s^0 be mine. 

Not that' a Shepherd with 4'God can vie; 

But it fo pleafes Cup'id^z Deity. . ' 

If my new Paffion fttll thy Mrnd difpleafe, 

Yet this at leaift methtnks might give thSee Eafe# 

That liothing tn my Breaftcon^'dnqiiench thy Lover - 

But the bright I^oghter of the^wfut ^>Mr .* 

Tho' yet her boated Birth knd mighty Race ^ 

JBnflame m6 \tk than her e^cKaMingtPaee. 

I wiOi'd ! had unflnHM in Beauty been; 

Then Rival GoddtiTes I had not iefcri : : 

Not been dbnoxions to great '7<ri»9^ Hate ; 

Nor wife' Wnerhm then Ihod'd irritlite^* ^ • 

The fatal AppM I to f^»y ^fpe, •' ^ ^' -^ * 

Binds me fbr-cverCi/f^ftt'sSWfre;'* ^ . . 

She 
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She her Son's Dartt will diJlribute around. 

And give him Orders when and where to wtnnd ; 

Yet is her feif ofc wounded by his Dart : 

The wanton Boy fpares not his Mother's Heart. 

Mars to her Bed To often did refort, 

All Heav'n at laft was Witnefs to their Sport. . 

Then to attradl Anchifes to her Arms, . 

Appears a Mortal with Celeftial Charms* 

What Wonder Love Ihou'd have traniported me. 

When his own Mother Venus is not free ! 

Wrong'd Menekuis^ tho' hated, loves : Can I, . 

On whom ihe dotes, from the fair Princefs fly f . 

I fee the gath'ring Clouds from Sparta rife. 

And threat'ning Tempers thicken in the Skies. 

The angry Greeks with Armies menace as. 

And Hofiile Fleets rig out for Pergamus* 

Let 'em come on, and Fight us if they dare : 

To keep this Beauty we accept their War. 

Her Face, OEnonet 's fo Divine a Thing, ^ 

'Tis worth the Cares and Dangers of a King. 

The Grecian Princes, hafting all to Arms, 

Enough evince, (if you dill doubt her Charms :) 

But her for whom they Fleets and Armies fend. 

With greater Force the Trojans will defend. 

If any Hope, OEnone^ you retain. 

Of ever freeing me from Helen^z Chain, 

Quick to thofe powerful Herbs and Arts repair^ 

By which thou rul'fl in Heav'n, in Earth, and Air* 

Not Pbabu/ {t\fiz learneder than thee. 

Scarce are the Gods from thy ilrong Magick free. 

L Thou, 


zjlA Paki& to OEnone. 

Tlioii» by the snighqr Workings oC dune Art, 
From thctr ptie Qrbt the tiembliog Stan caaft part^ 
Call down the Mooa, the Snn's fwift Motba ftay* 
Protraft ihe Dukmik, and arreft the Day. 
As Bolls I fed, among the Herd there came 
Fierce Iaoiis» made l^ thy Enchaatmeatt tame. 
Swift ShmU and XamUm^ Cryfial Wave 
Forbore to flow, whea yoar Command yoa gate. 
Yoor FatiMr.C#i»v/ Waters too fiibmit ; 
Nor flight thy Charm, fince all acknowledge it. 
Now, wileft Nymph, exert thy ntmoft Art, 
Qoench thy owa Fires, or re-inflame my Heart. 
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E L E G Y L 


By Mr, D r. y o e n. 

OR mighty Wars I thoogbt to Tune my 
, ^ Lute, 

> O And make' my Meafures to my Sabjeft 

Ixxxx f»«. 

Six Feet for ev'ry Vcrfe the Mufc defignM, 
Bat Cupidt Laughingt when he faiv my Mind« 
From ts*ry Second Verfe a Foot parloin'd. 
Who gave Thee, Boy, this arbitrary Sway, 
On Subjects, not thy own, Commands to lay» 
Who Phabtts only, and his Laws obey ? 

L3 'T« 
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8boii*d in Miair^i Arms to Battle move ; 

Or manly Pailas from that ^i» ihou'd take 

Her Tor^» j^Qd o^er the dying Lqv^ (hake. 

Ia Fi^fl ai %^qj|l may Cjmtbia fow the Corn, 

Or CiTis wind in Woods the Bagle Horn. 

At well may Ph^thu quit the trembling String, 

For Swordy and Shi^i and Hfofs may )|u»9 to fing. 

Akeady thy rDominiont are too 4arge ; 

Be not ambitioas of a foreign Charge. 

If thou wilt Reign o'er all, and 9f*ry wheret 

VlioGod of 41 «fiek4br4itHf «!> mi^-fear« 

Thus when with ^arinj^fVi^g^ I ^k g^nown^ 

Thfin ftlnrlt'ft mv Pinion*- j|uLIJLBtitfCid0VMI« 

Coa'd I on fnch mean Thonghta my Mafe employ^ 
J want a KCftrefi, or a blooming Bojt 
Thus I complain^ ; 1^ Befv t^ Siripfr g bent, 
Andchofe an Arrow fit for his Intent. 
The Shaft his Purpofe faully porfft^ ; 
Now, Poet, there's a ^iibjeft for thy Mufe, 
He faid : /too w^U, fil^s, h^^noyKrs hi^ Tr^<)*i) 
For in my Breaft a Mortal Wound he .made. 
F^ir )ie;^ce ye proud JfU:mputert removal 
MyVerferis pac'd, and tramell'd into Love* 
With Myrtle J^re^tl^s ipy (hoftghtful Br^ws indofe, 
l^hile in,ttO(^ual Verfe I fin^ my Woes* 


ELEQ Y 


E L E G y IL 
j9y M'. Creech. 

AH mel why an I fe niieafy grown? 
Ahl why fe reftkft on my Bed of l)own ? 
Why do £ wfiQi to flcep, bot wifli in vaift f 
Why am I all the ttfdioos Night in Pain ? 
What Catifis is this^ that fiafe, chat Reft tienies ? 
Attd why my Worda break forth in gentUr Sighs f 
Sure I ihoQld know if Love had fixM his Dart; ^ 

Or creeps he fofUy in with treach'rons Art, > 

And then grows Tyrant there, and wounds the Heart ? J 

Tis fo, the Shaft fticks deep, and galls my Breaft ; 
nis Tyrant Love, that robs my Thoughts of Reft 1 
Well, ihall I tamely yield, or mnft I fight f 
FU ytdd; *tis Patience mdces a Bafthen light i 
A ihaken Torch grows fierce, and Sparks ariie ; 
But, if onmov'd, the Fire looks pale, and dies* * 
The hard-moQth'd Horfe fmarts for his fierce Difdahif 
The Gentle's ridden with a loofer Rein. 
Love fmooths the Gentle, bnt the Pierce reclums ; 
He fiies their Breafts, and fills their Souls with Flames* 

I yield, great Love, my former Crimes forgive^ 
Forget my Rebel Thoughts, and let me live : 
No need of Force : I willingly obey. 
And now unarm'd, ihall prove no glorious Prey* 

L 4 Go 
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Go take thy Mother's Doves, thy Myrtle Crown, 
Andy for thy Chariot, Mars (hall lend his Own ; 
There thou ihalt iit in thy triumphant Pride, 
And, whilft glad Shouts refound on ev'ry Side. 
Thy gentle Hands thy Mother's Doves ihall guide. 
And there, to make thy gloriourPomp, and- State, 
A Train of fighing Youths, and Maids (hall wait. 
Yet none complain of an unhappy Fate. 
There newly conquer'd I, ftill frefli my Wound, 
Will march along, my Hands with Myrtle bound ; 
There Modefty, with Vails thrown o'er her Face^ 
Now doubly bluihing at her own Di(grace ; 
There fober Thoughts, and whatfoe'er difdains 
Love's Rule, (hall feel his Power, and bear his Chains: 
Then all (hall fear, all bow, yet all rejoice; 
lo TtiumpU be the publick Voice. 
Thy conflant Guards, foft Fancy, Hope, and Fearf 
Anger, and foft Care(res (hall be there : 
By thefe ftrong Guards are Men and Gods o'erthrown | 
Thefe conquer for thee, Love, and thefe alone : 
Thy Mother, from the Sky, thy Pomp (hall grace^ 
And fc^tter fweeteft Rofes in thy Face : 
There glorious Love (hall ride, profufely dreft 
With all the richell Jewels of the Bail : 

■ 

Rich Gems thy Quiver, and thy Wheels infold. 
And Jiide the Poornefs of the bafer Gold. 
Then thou (halt conquer many, then thy Darts 
Shall fcatter thoufand Wounds on tender Hearts : 
Thy Shafu themfelves will fly, thy neighb'ring Fire 
Will catch Men's Breails, and kindle warm De^r^. 

Thus 
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Thus conquVing Bacchus looks lo Indian GroveVf 
He drawn by Tygers» Thoa by mnrm'ring Dore^* 
Well then, iince I too can increafe thy Train, 
Spend not thy Force on me, and rage tn vain ; 
ijook on thy Kinfman Ca/ar^% happy Slaves, 
The fame victorious Arm that Conquers, Saves. 


ELEGY III. 

To bis Miftrefs, 
By Mr. Charles Hopkins.' 

BE joft, dear Maid, an equal Paffion proVe, 
Or (how me Canie why I fliould ever k>ve* 
I do not at your cold Difdain repirtc, * 
Nor aik your Love, do yon but fuffer mine. 
I dare not aim at more exalted Biifs, 
And Venus will bellow her Votary this. 
Take him, who will for endlefs Ages ferve ; 
Take him, whoie faithful Flame will never fwerve* 
Tho' no illnftrious Names my Race adorn ; 
Who am hntoi Equefiridn Ord^r born ; 
Tho' a few Plows ferve my paternal Fields^ 
Nor my fmall Table many. Dilhes yields ; 
Yet Bacchus^ Pbofbus, and the tuneful Nine^ 
Are all my Friends, and to my fide incline, 
Aad Love's Great God, at laft, wiU make me thine. 

L 5 Heav'A 


} 


I 
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Heav'p ]cB0W*9 d^SM^ M^d» ( Ipve no othf r F^i^ ; 

In thpe livqt all agrJ^jOfe, qiy Qe^v'n li^ lliei?. 

Oh! may I by indolgent Fftfe^A Qwee 

With thfelcM fU wy UfP» m4 dif with thef. 

Thy Beantiet yi^d me my |im»ip<K:^ag Th^e i 

And wti^c I colebfate thy c^uifpipgN^tm^^ 

My Verfe Ihall be as facred as my Flame. 

yovi*t fev'ralRapesy his ipjar'd /0's Wrongs, 

Are made immortal in his Poet^s Songs. 

Ytr{t ftill reveals, where Lida*% Flames began, 

Rais'd by the ^Cfet GjKihfaul in dve.Stiftn. 

The Story of the Rape Europa bore. 

Shall laft while Winds ihall rage, pr Waters roar. 

Yoor Name fhall live like theirs, while Verfe endures. 

And mine be evqr writ, and read wit)i Yoors* 

xx>poo<xxxxxxxx>ooooo<xx 

ELEGY IV. 

To bis Mxfirefsy wbofe Hujband is invited tc a 
Feajt with them. The Poet inftruHs her 
how to behave her f elf in his Company. 

By Mr^ P |L X i) « »• 

YOUR Hufband will be vyith as at th|»Tre^; 
Nfay Uiat be the lafl Sapper he filial T^ 
And am poor J, a Goeft. ijsyitpd there, 
Qnly to fe^, wJiile he n^y tqi^ch th^ F^ir I 

T« 
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To fee yoa Ksfs, and Hug yoor naofeoos Lord« 
While his lewd Hand defcends below the Board? 
Now wonder not that Hippodamii^t Charms, 
At fiich a Sight, the Centaurs arg^d to Ahns : 
That in a Rage, they threw their Caps afide, 
Afiaird the Bridegroom, and won'd force the'Brlcle<; 
I am not half a Horie, (I wifli I were :) 
Yet hardly can from yoa my Hands forbear. 
Take, then, my Coanfel ; which, obfervM, may be 
Of feme Importance both to yoa, and me* 
Be fure to come befbre your Man be there, 
There*8 nothing can be done, bat come howe*er« 
Sit next him, (that belongs to Decency ;) 
Bttt tread upon my Foot in paffing by. 
Read in my Looks what filently they fpeak. 
And ilily, with your Eyes, yoar Anfwer make. 
My lifted Eye-brow fliall declare my PaiD» 
My Right-Hand to his fellow ftaH comphdn* 
And on the Back a Letter ftodl defrgn ; 
Beiides a Note that fliall be writ in Wine. 
Whene'er you think upon our laft Embnice» 
With your Fore-Finger gently tonch your Pace* 
If any Word of mine offend my Dear, 
Pull, with your Hand, the Velvet of your &ar« 
If you arc; pleased with what I do« or fayi 
Handle your Rings, or with your Fingers play; 
As Suppliants ufe at Altars, hold the Board, 
Whene'er yoa wifli the Devil may take your Lord. 
When he fills for you, never touch the Cup ; ' 
Bat bid th' offidoas Cuckdd drink it op. 

The 
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The Waiter on thofe Services employ ; 

Drink yoo, and I will fnatch it from the Boy, 

Watching the Part where your fweet Mouth has been. 

And thence, with eager Lips, will fuck it in. 

If he, with Clownilh Manners thinks it fit 

To tafte, and offers you the nafty Bit, 

Rcjed his greazy Kindnefs, and reilore 

Th* oniav'ry Morfel he had chew*d before. 

Nor let his Arms embrace your Neck, nor red 

Yoar tender Cheek upon his hairy Breaft. 

Let not his Hand within your Bofom firay. 

And rudely with your pretty Bubbles play. 

But, above all, let him no Kifs receive ; 

That's an Ofience I never can forgive. 

Do not, O do not that fweet Mouth refign. 

Left I rife np in Arms, and cry 'Tis mine. 

I (hall thruft in betwixt, and void of Fear 

The manifell Aduh'rer will appear. 

Thefe things are plain to fight, but more I doubt 

What you conceal beneath your Petticoat. 

Take not his Leg between your tender Thighs, 

]J^or, with your Hand, provoke my Foe to rife. 

How many Lovc«Inventions I deplore. 

Which I, my felf, have pradtis'd all before j 

How oft have I been forc'd the Robe to lift 

In Company ; to make a homely Shift 

For a bare Bout, ill huddled o'er in hade. 

While o'er my Side the Fair her Mantle caft ? 

You to your Hufband (hall not be fo kind ; 

Btft> left you (hou'd, your Mantle leave behind. 

' Encourage 
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Encourage him to Tope, but Cifs him not. 

Nor mix one drop of Water in his Pot. 

If he be Fuddled welly and Snores apace, 

Then we may take Advice from Time, and Place. 

When all depart, while Compliments are loud. 

Be fure to mix among the thickeil Crowd : 

There I will be, and there we cannot mifs. 

Perhaps to Grubble, or at leail to Kifs. 

Alas, what length of Labour I employ, 

Jufl to fecure a ihort, and tr^nfient Joy! 

For Night muil part us ; and when Night is come> 

Tuck'd underneath his Arms, he leads you Home. 

He locks you in, I follow to the Door, 

His Fortune envy, and my own deplore. 

He kifles you, he more than kilTes too ; ; 

Th' outrageous Cuckold thinks it all his due* ^ ^ 

But, add not to his Joy, by your Confent^ 

And let it not be giv'n, but only lent : 

Return no Kifs, nor move in any fort; 

Make it a dliU» and a malignant Sport. 

Had I my Wi(h, he fhou'd no Pleafure take. 

But flubber o'er your Buiinefs for my Sake. 

And whate*er Fortune ihall this Night befal, 

Coakes me to*morrow, by forfwearing all. 


M 
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ELEGY V, 
By Mr. D u k s« 

5 nr^ Was Noon, when I, fcordtM with Ac doable Fire» 

X Of the hot San, and my more hoc Defire, 
StretchM on my Downy Coach at Eafe was laid. 
Big with Expectance of the lovely Maid. 
The Corutns bat half drawn, a Light let in, 
Sach as in Shaides of thickeft Groves is feen ; 
Snch as remains, when the San ffies away. 
Or when Night's gone, and yet it is not Day. 
This Light to modeft Maids maft be allow'd. 
Where Shame may hope its guilty Head Xm ihrowd. 
And now my Love Corinna did appear, 
Loofr on her Neck fell her divided Hair ; 
Loofe as her flowing Gown, that wanton'd in the Air, 
In fuch a Garb, with fach a Grace, and Mien, 
To her rich Bed came the AjU^ian Qaeen. 
So Lais look'd, when all the Youth cfGraa 
With Adoration did her Charms confefi. 
Her envious Gown to pull away, I try'd^ 
But (he refifled Hill, and fiill denyM ; 
Bat fo reMed» that flie feemM to be 
Unwilling to obtain the Victory. 
So I at laft an ea(y Conqaeft had, 
'Whaft wf iUr CoflriMtant her felf betra/d t 

But 


J 
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Bat when (he naked flood btfofe my ByMf 

Gods I with what Charms did flie my Soul farprife) 

Whi^t foikwy Arms did I both 6e, and ftel? 

With what rich Gkibtt did her foft Bofom fwell ; 

Plampy as ripe CltiAeM» loft each glowing Breaft, 

Coarting the Hand, and Xaing to he prrft ! 

What a fn^ooth Plain was x>n her B^ly Ipread ? 

Where thoniattd little Lovvs aqd Graces play'd I 

Wb^t Thighs ! What Legt ! Bot wky ftriv« I in Tain. 

l^ftdt hmh» leeoh Ortee» each Featwe to explain ? 

One Be^Qty did throagh her wholo Body flrine, 

I faw, iidiair^d^ and pieft it dofe to mioe. 

The reft, who knqwa not? Thos intranc'd we lay. 

Till in ea$:h oihf r's Aims we d/d away s 

O give me fuQb a NoMi (.yerGods) to ev'ry Day. 


] 
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To bis M^/s's Porlery to open the Gate t& hiPK 
By an unknown Hand. 


SLave» if Thott worthy of thy Chains woa'dft be» 
A gratcfiil Office do^ to Love» and Me. 
Unbar the Widke^ and a Friend admit ; 
The Trpsdaik b AOt SMdh, nor Favour greats 
I a(k thee noft to^iead thjiFoldings wide, 
^p it at jari 1% IbMy by Thee lide« 
l«o Love's Labowra h^ve b iMig been nt^d, 
IKy Shap«t Mft (ft a.Latb'f laak Sice wdac'd. 

Th« 
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The fmallefl, Crevice will my Bas'nefs do». 

It cannot be fo (trait, but I'll flip thro'. 

Love guides Me, whcD by Night I walk the $treet, 

Andy when I grope my Way, dire£ks my Feet. 

By Night I wai> a Yooth, afraid to walk. 

Frighted by Children* and old Nnries talk* 

I wondered Men coa'd wander in the Gloom, 

And kept» for fear of Spiritt , dofe at Home. 

Love, and his Mother, when they knew my Care» 

Cry'd, Foolj Thou (halt not long thefe Phantoms fear. 

Nor fear'd I long, for Love my Heart poiTefs'd^ 

Thofe Vifions yanifli'd, and my Terrors ceas'd. 

Nor Ghoiby nor Scourers did I dread, bat ftrol'd 

The Streets a-nights, and grew in Peril bold* 

Thee only do I lear, and trerabfing (land 

To wait the Motions of thy tardy Hand. 

With foft Requeft, thy Succour I implore. 

Nor fue tojovty nor dread theThund'rer more. 

See, how the Gate is moiflen'd with my Tears, 

What Marks of my impatient Love it bears* 

Remember, when Thou for the Lafh wer*t (Iript, 

Who fav'd thee, at whofe Suit Thou werjt not whipt* 

Did not I footh thy angry Lady's Mind, 

And make thy Peace? Be Thou to Me z^ kind. 

Think what (oft things to move her Soul, I faid. 

And let them in her Lover's Favour plead. 

Bat ah! the tender Things that made her kind^ 

Work no fuch Wonders on thy cruel Mind* 

Wou'dft Thou my friendly Offices repay ? 

Fate throws a fair Occafion in thy Way : 

Unlock the Gate ; the Morning will aot day* 


} 


Unlock 
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Unlock the Gate ; and as Thoa'rt kind to Me^ 
So may thy gentle Lady prove to Thee. 
May Ihe to loofe thy hateful Chains incline. 
And flead of Water, be thy Portion Wine. 
But what avail my fbothing Words ? Thy Ear 
Is deafy inhumane to my moving Pray'r. 
Your Gates with Pofts of pondVoas Oak are bar*d. 
As if your Houfc was for a Siege prepared. 
Why all this Fence, what Foe have you to fear? 
And why in Peace do you provide for War ? 
Thus rudely if your Lady's Friends you treat. 
What Ufage muft her Foes expedi to meet ? 
Unlock the Gate, the Morning will not flay. 
Unlock the Gate, and give my Love its Way. 

By Treaty I wou'd enter, not by Force ; 
With Arms I come not, nor with Foot, or Horfe. > 
I have no Aid» and Company have none. 
And were it not for Love, fhould be a)one. 
Where'er I go, by Love I'm ftill purfu'd. 
And cannot (hake him from me, if I wou'd. 
He's of my Being now become a Part, 
Dwells in my Veins, and revels in my Heart. 
A flowing Gla^ has £11'^ with genial Fire 
My fev'rifli Blood» and kindled new Defire $ 
My flttihing Cheeks my rifin^ Fumes confefs. 
And my dropt Garland ihews a Lover's Drefs : 
What dreadful Arms are thefe, and who would fear 
To meet a Man, that's thus equipt for War f 
Unlock the Gate, the Morning will not day. 
Unlock the Gate, and make no more Delay. 

Of, 


834 OvidV Amours. Book I. 

Or is it Sloth, er is it Sie^, tkat kriogs 
TUs lett to Love, -and piHioRs down Ms Wiiiga ? 
Why elfe do I in Tarn repeat aiy Praj'r ? 
Is it» then daft not, orthoo wilt nothear f 
When fit* I waited at thy Gate, and thought 
To ^fcape thy Care» I was« MidiHglA'Gaoghc. 
With Ovor-Diligtaoe, thoa then ' look^ oar. 
To fpy what Lover was opof^<he^M«t« 
Thefe ai« wild Gaeiibs, thoaVt pohaya cnployVl 
Morefweetly, and onjoy^ft what I oi^oyM. 
And while 1^ wattifig with Iipati eac B hefe» 
Thy enTy*dtKori«Qif9with'diefaitli]dbPlttr» 
Oh for thyjPleafcrey gi«e««ie«ll^ Am»» 
Let OS change ChanoeSy .and 'fas flme tiqp Chaias* 
Unlock the Gate, -the Morning wSi^not ftqr, 
Unlook ihe^Gatf, «adIjiiiotlspaR' repay. 

Hark ; or I4ream» <>r mi the Hinge I hear 
The Wicket t«m» w Bolts nnloofen'd jar. 
I dream indeed, the Bohs wk they were kid 
Stand fixt:- the Noife was by ^y Fancy made. 
Or by a Northern Blaft, that hoarfe tiad :groan. 
And with ^e Wind away my Hopes are blown : 
Oh that the Blaft had broke the Barrier down. 
But all, alas! ishoflit, IhearnoSonnd, 
All in the Silence of the Night is drowned. 
}Icre, hopelcfs of Admittance, I attend. 
While on my Readme pearly Dews deicend. 
Unlock the Gate, the Morning will not ftay. 
Unlock the Gate. I will no longer pray. 
But force,* by Sword and Fire, my readier Way. 


I 


\ 


What 
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What need of Fire arid Sword ? my ftif atone 
Moie pow'tfaly thanoriSwofd'OrtPireaiii grovrn* 
Around your Heads ihali flaming Torches fly> 
By Joviy the*llo«ie ihsdl buror 4S «well «a L 
Eighty Love, and Wine encourage, and infltmei 
Tlief^tCiMf»ph.«wr Gear, 4U|d rhit#fi0r$]|ii|ii«« 
All Ways Fve try'd, but all fucceftleis prove i 
Nor Tlireats tc^-/f|glit t)ie^ .•or Iptiietties irtovov 
Deaf to my Pray'rs, as to my Tears thou'rt blind* 

yAWj^aby^of 4 loyfily Ija4y Vi^LntiBli, 
Thou ihonldd the iVi(J^«(«f Ame MiftMUMh* 
But fee* the ffiHf Hon bi^pfta lo fik. 
And pfjlmsi wit]) wfy^fmJu ^e B«#c»9 fifciei. 
While crowing CpfEfcs the M^l^r^^SMbf WOlfo 
And fummon W/ft()tftil;^,theMa)|y3n9JL 
Throw then, fond ]4«it^ ^tl^r 4;W^^QMlp^^1W» 
And let it «t Ay Laidy-s ]?lM;fAald )ie« 
When in ^ Morn ihy faded F1qw*i» Ae ipics^ 
Kind Thoughts of mp m^ ia Jber Bofinn rife. 
Perhaps flie ,i»;iy T«(ent Her Porter's Crime. 
Apd grieve, that here fo ill I fpent n^ Time* 
Whatever Caufe to wifh thee ill I have, 
Fgi«we), thou La^y, or tbou Droflfy Slave : 
Againft me, tho* Thou i)ii»t'fl thy Lady's Gate, 
I cannot one, that ferv^es my ftKibefs, hate. . 
Ydu Both, who 4id agaipft my Hopes rebel* 
4h Porter, nfid .ah .€r««lt Q^^e, FarcweU 
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ELEGY VII. 

To bis MJire/Sy ttfbomhebadheaten. 
By HfiNRY Cromwsll, Efy. 

COme, if ye*re Friends, and let tliefe Hands be bound. 
Which coald with impioas Rage a Miftrefs woond; 
What more did 4/ax in his Fary do ? 
When all the Sacred grazing Herd he (lew ; 
Or * He who ipar'd not her who gave him Breath ; 
So ill the Son revengM his Father's Death ! 
Then I had broke the moft rdigtons Ties, 
Both to my Parents, and the Deities : 
I tore (O Heav'fts!) her fincljr braided Hair ; 
How charming then look'd the diforder'd Fair ! 
So Atalanta in her Chaife is drawn. 
Where the Arcadian Beafts her Empire own : 
So Ariadm^ left upon the Shore, 
Does all alone her loft Eftate deplore, 
Curfes the Winds and Seas, which peij urM Tbefius bore : 
Who woald not then have raiPd, and talk'd aloud ? 
(Which tOiithe helplefs Sex might be allow'd ;) 
She only did upbraid me with her Eye, 
Whofe fpeaking Tears did want of Words ftpply, 
Twas but too much (ye Gods) to make me die ; 
O that fome Merciful Superior Pow'r 
Had ilrack me lame before that fatal Hour, 

• Oreftes. And 
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And not have fafferM me to pierce my Heart 
So deeply, in the. beft; and tetidVeft Part; . 
To make a Lady that Sabjedion ow9, . 
Which It not to the meaneft RcmankxiO^Vk. 
'Twas Dioftud^ wh6 $rft a Goddefs ftrook, 
r from his Hand that cars'dExample took ; 
But he was far Jefs Criminal Aan I, 
I waa^ a Lover, he an Enemy : 
March lik^ a Conqueror in Triumph now» 
With Laurel- wreaths encompaffing yovix Ecow,. 
And render to thermighty Gods your Vow ; . 
SOy as yott pafi, th' attending gasdng Croud, 
By their Applaufe iball fpeak your Cours^e loud ; 
Let your fad Captive in the Front appear. 
With dreaming Cheeks, and with diihevelPd Hairj 
Thro'all her Grief and Wounds moft eminently 
Such LitM were fofm'd for kinder W6und$'> .than theie. 
Wounds made by Lovers furious Ecilafies : 
Though like a Torrent Tyasjiuny'd On,^ ; 
A Slave to PaiCon, which I cou'd not fhun ; 
I might have only pierc'd her ^nder Ear 
With threatening Language, fucb as Virgins fear; 
Fear having chill'd the Current of her Blood, 
Pale as a ?^rrV7/i ^/larble St^tae ftood 
The fenfelefsPrame^Then fliook her tremblingKnees, 
As when the Winds do whiRle thro' the Trees^ 
Or foftly curl the Surface of the Seas : 
So (lender Ruflies, eafily inclip'd. 
By ev*ry Blaft are ruffled by the Wind ; ; 

Tears, which ^ufpenfe did for a while reilrain,, 
Gufli'd fortb^ ^nd down her Cheeks the Deluge ran, 
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At wken lh0'Sift<toM4ijF^a p»ivMU^B%aiB« 

DUblve the Pfoftii it4«te«iiM« BMut^i 

The Umenuble Objeft ftradiiilir<lMd,> 

And Tears of.Bloed te*q«Mid»clMfe Ttee lAed » 

Thrice at her Bte tht^pkofthue Stoppiihat ftlH' 

And thrice did^ike itpoUr thbtSriadad : 

What woa'd I not, fomt Angertbabatitl 

Redeem jronr Favour, i ■ ^ t renwyeyoof • Hate f 

To your Revenge a^'lieMiiioriMockNi'l^iie^A 

Rbvenge^abi! iiea^t6tthe^Mrt 

Biit left fome ^efc>^<em>if laiiiiny! Siga^ 

Should lUUlrqntMwli flWnviitli^ie'bkebarCrinici < 

Let noDMbider in yoayPaofesa yt Jtt H^ * 

From your brigjit Byct ler tHeteimt ^fc^ a fPeaiy 

And once afaio cotispofeyolir fcattef*4 Hair* 

E L E or vim 

Hr ««yy^i Amnf, fir goii^ahut ti' Mouth' 

bis Mfirefs. 

Bj Sir Ch'aklbs $idleY. 

THere it a Biwd reiioivft'd ir :^ir«^ WSm, 
And dreadful il31 witli' hbnoutable Se^ t 
Her Youth and Beauty, Craft and <jtt]}e fup^ly; 
Sworn Foe to aUD^gtvetiofChiftlt]^^ * 
D^f/oi, who^^itt'titughtLoirt.flickiifiBdi'thb^iy' 
To clriMahe'BUddJK^oitf ra-thrVlfM^^ 

Aa4 


Book L OvtrV?sAM'<y%i^9fS. t^ 

Aad tkoa a koadnd fiibtla Trickr dtvit*d» 
Whercwidi tha amVoot Theft night be di%^!d | 
Of Pigeont-Blood, Iqnee&'d from ihe ptiuwg^Jirarl;^ 
With Sarfett-W«ttf!i to contista the Part, 
She kttoivs the Uft : whilft the good Mao betrof Vt 
With eager Anas hogs the faUe bleediog Maid* 
Of Herbs aad SfielU ihe triet the goskf Foicet 
The Poifon of a Mare that goes to Horft. 
Cleanng the Midnight Air opoft a Swatch. 
Some for a Bawd, moft take her for a Witeh^ 
Each Morning' fees her reeling^ h^ Bed,. 
Her nadve Blue o'eioome with Dranhea lUd* 
Her ready Teagae ne'er wants an uiSrfal Lie^ 
Soft mo?ing Words, nor.chamung.Platter]r» 
Thns I o*erheard her to my Lmda ipeak, . 
Young DoMiiit Heart wilt thoa for ever break i 
He long has lov*d thee# and by me ha fends 
To learn thy Modons, which be fiill attends. 
Ifto the Park then go*ft, the Pli^ ai« ill ; 
If to the Plays, he thinks the Air won'd lull. 
The other Day he gax'd npon thyTace, 
As he woo^d growa Statne in the Place ; 
And who indeed does not ? like a new Star, 
Beaoty, like thine, ftrikes Wonders from a&r# 
Alas, methtnki then art iU-dreft to-night. 
This Point's too poor ; thy Necklace is not rl^e# 
This Gown was^ by fometbotcbiag Taylor mado^ . 
It fpoiis thy Shape i this Fmcms is ill laid* 
Hear me, and be. as happy as thoa'rt Fatr« 

X)MMUJUclir'MdjNliafcAMVimf^ canljpaMw 
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Like thine his Face, like thine his Eyts are thought, 

Woa*d he not buy, he might himfelf be boaghc. 

Fair Lucia blufh'd ; It is a (ign of Grace, 

Dyp/as replyMi .that Red becomes thy Face. 

All Lovers now, by what they give, are weigh'd. 

And (he is beft belovM, that is beft paid. 

The Sun-bornt Latines, in old Tatius^ Reign, 

Did to one Man perhaps their Love reiirain. 

Fenus in her jEneiu* City rules. 

And all ad<Mie her Deity, but Fools. 

Go on, ye Fair, Chafte only let fuch live. 

As none will aik, and know not how to give. 

How prettily you frown I But Til fpeak on^ 

Hear me, another Day 'twill be your own. 

Virtuous Penekfe is faid t' have tryM, 

With a ilrong Bow, each lu% Lover's fide. 

Nor did Lucretia kill herfelf for Rage, 

But Love of Tarquiftt in that colder Age. 

To the young Prince (he vow*d, ne'er more to join 

In dull Embraces with her Collatine. 

To keep her Word Ihe dy'd — — 

Life-deals away, and our bed Hours are gone. 

Ere the trueUfe, or Worth of them, be knoWn. 

Things long negle£lcd of themfelves decay ; 

What we forbear. Time rudely makes his Prey, 

Beauty is bed preierv'd by Exercife, 

Nor for that Talk caii one, or few fufEce* 

Wou'dit thou grow Rich, thou mud fi-om many take ; 

From one 'twiere hard cootinualty to rake. 

Without new Gowns, and Coaches; whotcan live ? 

What does thy Poet, but new Verfes give ? 
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A Poety the fail thing that Earth does breedt 
Whofe Wit, for Sixpence, any one may read. 
Him that will give, taWmer I prefer, - 
Tagiv€'is ah ingenious Thing, I (wear.* 
Defpife not any can si Prefent make ; 
It matters not from whom, but what we take. 
Nor with the SoiJnd of Title be thou caught ; 
For nothing can with empty Names be bought* 
Hang rfie poor. Lover, and his Pedigree ; 
The thriving Merchant, or fat Judge, give me. 
Ifany bd^dleft^lriplirtgaflcaNight, • 
And think thee paid with mutual Delight ; 
Bid him go earn thy Price among the Men, 
And when he has it, come to thee again. 
Love truly ttofte, but fecAi in Love with all. 
And at oM Friends to thy new Lover riil. 
iSometimes deny, 'twill Appetiti^ procure; * 

The fharp*fet Hawks Will (loop to any Lure. 
*Then grant again > left he a Habit get ' 
^pf Kwng frpjn tihfc \ but be fure t^u let 
No empty Lover in : murmur foipetimes. 
And as firft butt,' repi4>ach hiin*wkk thy Crimes* 
Seem jealous, wh^u thou*ii been jthy felf to blame, 
'Twill ftop his Mouth, if thou the £rft complain, j 
All thou haft dooc.be xcady to forfwear: , 
For Lover's Oaths fair Fevusli^ no Ear. 
Whtift hb is mt)x Ihee, let fome Woman bring * 

Some Indiam Stuff', or BorelgD precious Thing ; 
^AVhich thou muft fay .ihou ivant'ft, ;and iie.muft buy, 
-Tho' for it fix Months h^nce, in Goal he lie, 
■ M - . Th/' 
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Thy Motto, Sifter^ Brother, and ihy Naift, 
Maft haTe a pull each at thy Lover'i Porfe. 
Let him from Rivali never be ie^ure^ 
That Hope once gpne. Love will not long endure. 
Shew him the Prefentt by thofe Rivals ient» 
So (ball hu Bounty thy Reqneft prevent. 
When he will give no .more;, aik him to lend« 
If he want Money, find a trufting Friend. 
Get Hangings, Cabinets, and Lookiog-GIaisv 
Or any thing fi>r which his Word will pafs. 
PraAife thefe Roles, thouHt find the Benefit; 
I loft my Beaoty, ere I got this Wit. 

I at that Word fiiept from behind the Door, 
And fcarce my Nails from her thin Cheeks forbore. 
Her few Grey Hairs in Rage I vow'd io.pull. 
And thruft her dmnken Byes into her Sknll. 
Poor in a Dungeon's Bottom mayft thoa rot. 
Die with a Blow with thy beloved Pot i 
No Brandy, and eternal Thirft, thy Lot. 


I 


V 

ELEGY IX. 

Of Love and War. 
By Henry Cromwell, jE/J; 


TRUST me, my Jttiaut in Love are Wars4 
And Cmfid has his Camp, as well as Mmra 
The Age that's fit for War beft foits with Love^ 
The old in both oniendceable prove, 
Jbifirm in War, and impotent in Love. 

The 
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The Soldiers which a General does reqaitet 

Are fuch as Ladies would in Bed defire t 

Whoy but a Soldier^ and a Lover, can 

Bear the N^t's Cold, in ^low'rs oi Hail and Raio ? 

One in coniinaal Watch his Station lieepst 

Or on the Eardi in broken SIsmbers fleeps ; 

The other takes his ftill repeated Roond 

By's Miftreis' Hoo fe i t hen lodges on the OfOitnil 

The Soldiers long and tedious Marches make ; 

The a£kive Lover, for his Milbefs* Sabe» 

Will any Toils and Dangers undergo s 

Not rugged Mountains, nor untrodden Snow^ 

Rivers by Floods increased, no raging Sea, 

Nor adverfe Winds can ever make him ftay. 

When Lovi commands, and Beauty leadt the Way. 

Soldiers, and Lovers, with acairfalEye^ ' 

Obicrve the Motions of the Enemy : 

One to the Walls makes his Approach in Form, 

Pofliesthe Siege, and-takes the Town by Storm ; 

The other lays his clofe to Celiacs Port, 

Prelles his Point, and gains the wifli'd-for Port : 

As Soldiers, when the Foe fecurely lies 

In Sleep, and Wine difiblv'd, the Camp furprize ; 

So when the Jiealous to their Reft remove. 

And all is hufht-— — the other ileal to Love : 

Unceruin is the State'of Love, and War, 

The Vanqnifli'd rally, and their Lofs repair. 

Regain -the Ground, and rout the Conqueror. 

You then, who think that Love's an idle Pity 

Know, thatit is die F«xefcife of Wik s 

Ma In 
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In FJames of Love the fierce Achilles burns, 

Andy quitting Anns, abfent BHfus mourns : 

From the £mbraoe4 of Judrmach 

Went ReScr arm'd for War, and Viftorj : 

As Agamiffifimfv^Ctiffimdra^zi^. 

With Hate di(hevell'4» and diforder'd.Drefs, 

U' admir'd the Bea»tia of the Prophetefs : 

The God of War wai caught in th* Adl of Love ; 

A Story known to all the Court above : 

Onfce did I pafs my Hottrs in Sloth, .and Ea/e, 

Cool Shades and Beds of Down could only pleaie ; 

When a commanding Beauty rais'd my Mind, 

I left all littleHrifliQg Thoughts behind. 

And to her Service all my Heart reiign'd : 

6incey^Iike!an adive Sdldier, have I fpeot. 

My Time, iyr Toils of. War, in Bjeautf^ Tent ; 

And for fo fweet acFoy'sll Dangers underwent; 

You fee, my .Jitticm^ hy wliat I prove. 

Who would notiiivc in Idlenefs,t^<«— -muil love 
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To bis Mercenary Mijlrefs. 
^ By .Hbnrv CROMWEtt, Efq% 
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S Hekfty when to Troy (he did eicape. 
And Gruks with Fire and Sword purfu'd the Rape ; 

As 
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As ttda^ when the God his Love- trick pla]r'd» 

Under the Figure of a Swan betray'd ; 

As Amymontf wand'ring o'er thePlainsi 

That rural Fair, admir'd by all the Swains ; 

So fair was You» fo mnch in Love was If 

I ran to the Extremes of Jeaioofy» 

Fear'd Eagles,' Bulls, and ev'ry Shape that Javi 

Had e'er transformM himielf into, for Love ; . 

Now, free from Love or Fears, my Mind's at Eafe, 

Nor does that Beautf any longer piea(e. 

This Hamoar, yoii may &y, is woad'roos ftrange. 

And aik the Reafon of thia fndded Change t . . 

Ooce, when your undefigning Heart .was kind. 

Fair was your Face, and perfed wa» yoor Mind ; * 

But now the flighter .dAitt^/#i of the Skia . 

Do yield to the prevailing Vice v^t^n : . 

Love is a Child, who nfes no Dec«it» 

Nor wears he Cloaths to cover any. Ghtet« 

Accepts no Bribes ;— -— why foe a wretched Fee 

Should you. then proftitnte his Deity ? 

Make /^ffiri^to her Son ferve ev'ry Day» 

And drudge i' tU* meaneft Offices for.Bay B . ' . 

They're ftftly^bred, atid would kiet.Worki b«it Sltf 

The Whore, jBowiiom leach Porchafef has Rights . i 

Forces for QaihMecaytng Appetite, . - :A 

Y^t there's a Baw^ to who^ the Spoils accrnit 1 .,,-. .. ;, 

She fain would fhun, what you by Choice putfne; 

Thefe fordid Ways the very Brutes reprove; . . t .♦. * !i 

Who by their FradUce teach you how to.lojfjBi ;. 

The lufty Bull his Female does enjoy, r 4 J 

Nor can a Bribe their mutual Love» deftroy :* : 

M 3 Womaa 
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Woman alone rejoices in the Spoil, 
And makes Advantages of ev'ry Smile, 
Rates at her Pleafnre the high*pris'd Delight, 
And Men moil purchafe evVy happy Night ; 
Yet does (he meet htm with as much Defire, 
And no leis fierce, and raging is the Fire. 
Since with an equal Pace our Paffions move. 
Why flionld one bay, and th* other iell in Love I 
Why, fitice the Pleafnie's mntoalf flionld it bo 
To yon Advantage, and a Loft to me ? 
The Way is in&moni a Witnefs takes. 
Who of his Peijttry a Living makes ; 
So for the raifing of a low £ftat« 
To fet yonrBody at a common Rate! 
Can yon to focb miean EAdt as theife employ 
The Gifts, by Natote^ Bonity yon «Bjoy I 
Grant but the Blefling^ieiety, amd yOa mxf 
An everlaftingObifgstion Iqr 9 
But wkereftf the mig^ Favonr, i^mq we pay f 
Forbear, ye Fair, to make a Tnde of Love, 
The Wealth, thatV jpt fo ill, can iie*cr impmre; 
Juttly the "^ V^telby their Armour fen, 
Iflfho: i|«i<ad her Honoar for their Bvaceieis fell : 
The Rich yoir Wiflits ate oblig'd to meet. 
And lay their frequent Piefenta at yoor Feetf 
JkiM9tts' Ordmrds Prnst enongh cmir fpare, ^ 

From the full Vines the Grapes in Clnilers tear, I 
And eafe M o*errloaided Boughs, which num^foos f 
Apples beaf r J 

Let Faith, and Love fnpply my little Store, 
The Will ttaSJt ne'er be wanting to the Pow'r : 

• Tarfii4f. Verfe 


i 
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Verfe is the greatest Tribute I can bring; 

Your Charms 1 could 10 future Ages iing ; 

Jewels and Gold will pertfl),-^bac the Fame 

The Mafes give, fiiatt ever be the fame: 

You check wy generous Paffioii when you crave, * j 

Not that Vm loath to parr with what 1 have ; t 

Had you not aflt'd me, I had freely gave. J 


»i 


ELEGY XI. 

To Nape, praying her to deliver Ins Litter to 

her Mfirefs. 
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rJPS^ who kMw'ft fo well to fei die Hair, 
And all the Fa&ioiis of die Modifii Faiv« 
Like Thee, noLady't-Womaaia dieTowB 
Can forward as Intrigue, or phi a Gown 1 
No Maid, than Theet can boaft n qmcker Bye» 
Nor iboner the four HoftamP^ Conung fpy ; 
None can with better i^her Signs employ. 
To tell the Lover, when her Lady's coy* 
*118 all a Feint, and (he ezpete die Joy. 
Thon who doft oft Cmwmf% Kaiions move. 
And kindle, when they cool, the Pun of Lovt; 
Thon, who oft cnr'ft Her of her £dlc AInr»s» 
And bring'ft Her, tho* reln&ant, to my Anns ; 

M 4 Hm, 
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Here» N^pt^ take this Billet-doux, and bear 

My Soul's fofl Wiihei to the abfeot Pair. 

If I can guefs. Thy Heart is not of Flinty 

Nor is there the lead Vein of Ir'ii in't ; / 

J» fomething in thy Looksf and Manners fec» ' 

Above the Rndenefs of thy low Dq^nee ; 

A fofter Turn» (o Pity more inclia'd. 

Than vulgar Souls, a more complacent Mind ; 

Tjiou iecVGi^ if I can g^tU^ an ^ual Flame, 

And thine, and my Diflemper is the fame : 

If how I do, filer aflts, do thou resly,^ , 

For the dear Night, and Night's dear Joys, I die« 

Tell her the Letter will the reft explain, ^, 

And does my Sbul, and all its Hopes contain* • 

But Time, while I am fpeaking, flies $ be fure 

To give the Billet in a leifure Hour. 

Don't be content witk her imperial View, 

But make her, when flie has it, read it thro'. 

I charge thee, is Ihe reads, obferve Ji^r Byes, *? * • 

^atch, irihoucanfl, her gentle L^ok?,. anil S.^hs i ' 

As thefe are fure Preiages of my Joy, 

So Frowns an4 Low'rs my ia^'rjmg^Hopea li^oy. 

Pray her, > when Are has !read it> cq isidttQ^ . 

An Anfwer, ,aitd a long Epiaie'^te., . ' 

I hate a Billet^ where at dnceil* view ' ' 

A Page all empty, but a Line or Two. 

Let her without a Margeot k\\ it dp^ 

And crowd it from theBbtromiath^Hofi. 

But why:fliQiuld I Iwr pretty! KngprS: tire?/ .- 

A Word's enough, .aad ail bhat J defire. . ' 

• ^-^ -•' Ah 


^f «« 


i -i 
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Ah Nafet Ut her ooly.bid mecomey , 

The Page is large> whi<Ji for that Word.has room. ; 

Her. Leitcr, likfe a Cp»qu'jpc'$, fcaU M bftuj^- 

With Bays, for it with Cgi^queft Aallbe <jr9Wi'd.^ ,, t 

The Billerihall SLt ,Fenuj\Shnn^ be laid, . » • . ./ 

And thi$ Ja&ription with Devotion made. > . 

** iVtf/&, thy ever- faithful Vptary, .> . • 

«« This Tabletj Fenust dedjca^es to thee. : . 

** The' late it frpm tiie Log wa^^cu^ *tis,Npw j ♦ . 

** Become the facred Table of my Vow... i' i ' ^ 

E L E G Y XIL 

He curfts bis Letter hecaufe it was not Anfwer'd^ 

1 ' ■ » 

* ^ 

AH pity me, my Friends ! the cruel Fair - 
Will neither read my juft Complaint, nor heair. 
I'he Billet-doux I fent her, fhe returned. 
And e'en to ope the tender Letter ftornM. 
Ill was the Omen, for the Slave I fent . } . ;][ 

Tript at the Sill, a& out of Doora h^ wient. . . . , 
If e'er Yo^.on an Errand go for Me^. , \ v . , .^ 
More careful, Sirrab, how you ilumbk, be ; , 
Step foberly, and warily along : . - . . : 

ThQ End's ne'er right, .if the Beginning's wrong* 
Since thus, in vaiji> her Bity .1 unpiorc^ j - 

I'll ne'er to Tablets Uaft my Paflioa mote, • , . ;,• 
Nor with my Wax, for Deaxk my Warrant Seal; 
Worfe, than her Scorn, what Torture can I feel ? 
; , M 5. From 
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From Combt of C$rJSc^ tke Wtx was ta'ciiy 
The ht^Bt Poifoii was tlie Lover's Banc. 
Beet there from Tenom'd Flow*n their Honcjr fock^ 
And rotdy to my Wax that Venom ftodu^ 
Chance on theSeal did my Misfbrtnne painty 
And ihew'd my Doom by the Vermilion Feint. 
Corie on the Inftroments of my Dilgrace, 
May you lie rotting in ibme filthy Place, 
By Carts mn o'^r^ may yoo to Bits be torn^ 
And yonr Mifhap ittenge Cprimmfs Scorn. 
The Man that firft to finooth yonr Sarface toil'd. 
The Wooden Woric with Hands impure defird. 
'Twas Gallows-Timbery and was ne*er defign'd 
To waft the Wiflies of a teilder Mind ; 
Nor gftw to Ueis> but to dedroy Mankind. 
Gibbeu and^|U|ck» ihoiild of the Wood be made. 
And the rough Tools of all the mnrd'ring Trade. 
Batts roofied in its Branches as it grew. 
And Birds of Prqr for Shelter thither flew : 
The Vtthure» and all Kinds of rav'noos Fowl, 
There hatched their Young, and there the om'nous Owl. 
|{ow mad to ufe fnch Tablets muft I be ? 
Curft, and ilUfated, as^their Parent Tree. 
Were thefe.fitTUngs foft Sentiments to> bear. 
And to a Lady tell a Lover's Care ? 
Lawyers, on you, might horrid Jargon write. 
With Sound die Ear, with Senfe the Soul to fright. 
Well might yonr Plane the wicked Writings bear. 
Where the rich Mifer robs the ruia'd Heir* 
lichen I firft pnrehas*d yoi, I fear'd no Iefs» 
Your Mnmbers even» n»de me doubt Succeft : 

May 
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May yofOL by Worat be in oM Age devoar'd» 
And by all Moital0> at by me, abbor'd* 

♦»♦♦»»»♦♦♦♦♦»»♦♦♦♦♦♦♦» 

ELEGY XIII. 

TV ibe Mprning^ not to make Hu^i. 
By an unkmwn HamL 


jdUrormy rifing from old Ttihmit Bed, 

Does o'er the Eafteni Skies her Rofei fpreads 

Stay, beaoteons Morn, awhile thy Chariot ftay. 

Awhile with lagging Wheels retard the Day. 

So may yoong Birds, as often as the Spring 

Renews the Year, o^ttMemnon^t Aflies fing. 

Now I lie folded in Coriwui^t Arms, 

And all her Sool is mine, and all her Charms* 

I now am to her panting Bolbm prefs'd. 

And now, if ever Lover was, am blefsM* 

As yet fweet -Sleep fits heavy on our Eyes, 

And warbling Bbds forbid, as yet, to rife. 

Stay, beaoteons Morning ; for to Lovefick Maids, 

And Youths, how grateful are theie doiky Shades I 

Ah ftay, and do not from the blafliing Eaft, 

With dawning Glories break oar balmy Reft* 

When Night*s hlaek Mantle does thofe Gk>fies hide. 

The Pilot by the Stars his ^p can gnide. 

And in Mid-ISBa a eettaiaCoofie pni4be» . 

iMi^fafe as when he has thy Son in View* 

What 


What Pleaiiire hi thy Light ih<m*(( Mortals take ? . 

Thou doll the v^eaiy Traveller awake $ 

Tho* to the Down his heavy Head redines, 

V|>he)ni(l'liC^itr)ort&e>ff0roiii|gfti}iiei; \ - V ; •• 

The Soldier braces on his brazen Shield, 

Quits his watiuTeQt, aod fit) hiifa fpt. thi Field. 

The laboring Hind his Harrow takes, and now 

The Peaiant yok^ his Oxen to the Plough. 

The fioy half-wak'd, and rubbing flill his Eyes, 

Is loth alike to ^.ta Schj(y)U.dr rife $ 

While o'er his Tafk he does imperfed, nod. 

He fears the Fejvla, he dtesLAi the. Rod ^r . . 

The (fidegrooa, ilarting from his Bride's Embrace^ 

Runs tohisLawyertoconfttlt hiaCafe;- . .-' ,. 

A Word is.wantiog in the Dower Deed, 

And what, to fave the Portion, jnuil h«f Pleftd ? 

Now hungry Serjeants quit their tetnpting Eaft ,-: , 

To haunt the Crouded CoortSt and pickup Fees. 

Thy Rife. brings Labour to the Female Saiyd, 

And puts the Spindle in the Spinfier's Hand« 

Light are thef^ Toils, and little is the Pain 

70 rife to Work, aad reft at Night again : 

But who, that e'er knew I«ove's traniporting Joys* 

Con'd from the Aran of Youth and Beauty rife ? 

Oft have I wifli'd ihafe^ Night wou'd keep her GiouBdy 

And all her St$rs>e at thyRifing$fonnd« 

Oft have I wiih'd the Winds wodld ilop thy Way^ 

Repel th)t Car, of Clouds involve the J3^y. . . 

Do'ft thou in B^vy 1^ ^^ ^7 Steed, 

And whirl thy pterin with unwo^Ui^d Sj^d // 
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Black was thy Son» and in his Hue's expreft 

T%e g>8iny*P«ffi<ww-ef ■ hi s Pw e n t*rBrCTrfty '^ *^ 

He* born of Cetfhalus^ his raviih'd SirCy 

Is a known 9r6clf4>f thy4di}lh(^ Pik.^ 

Thou 9 by his Colour, wou'd'ft thy Crime conceal : 

Ahtha^td^f3f/^-^\theTaVQ6a•d^l^ ' '^ v^ " 

Search aH the Hecords of Hda?'ii'sLetehcrt*T(iaad» 

A fouler Story cannot there be found. 

In Cephalus* Embraces when you lay. 

And oft, by Theft, renew'd your wanton Play, 

When Tipkm^ {i^p^tence yoB m^d&ybor Sporty ' '■ *{ 

DidyQiii&Qt think the joyous Moments ^n>rc? '. -^ 

Lock'd in his Armsi did you in TraAfposts^lie^ ' ' 

Ah would ypt^ not, like^e^ toFhmbui^^^ 

Slop, flop thy rapid Courfe ? Am I to blame* . 

Ofhat Tipb99ps old, and cannot feel thy Flame I ' 

^e how ihe Moon docs htt EirJimh/tkeep ' . -^ - 

In Night conqeaPd, and drown'd in dewy Sifcp? i i N 

As lovely is the Moon, as Fair as Thou, ' 

Who freely where She loves, her Favours does beftowr. 

Jo^ff when, he robbed Amphytrion of his Joy, 

Did two whole Nights in am'rous Thefts employ, ."-■ 

Unknown, w^hen in Alcmen£^ Arms he lay, . 

The Night he doubles, and fufpends the Day. 

The Morning heard. my Railing, and for ihame- 

Blttih'd that, by Force, fhe muft diilurb my Flame* 

Bright ^<&^r^«/ ruihing forth, the, glorious Day 

Drov9 ihe de^r Shad^, that.hid our Joys^ ^aju 
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ELEGY XIV. 

. ' • • 

Hi comforts bis ASybrefsfor tbi Lfifs ofbir Hairy 
by tbi Akm^Jbi took to Umtify it. 


I 


By an unknown Hand. 

Us'd to warn Yob, not with fo modi Cafe» 
And wafte of Ointment, to adorn your Haif : 
That Warning now U u&kfi, yon have nooe» 
And with yonr Hair» that Trouble too is gone. 
Where are the Silken Treflbs, which adown 
Yoor Shoulders buagi A Web wat never fpon 
So fine, but, ah ! thofe flowing Corls are gone» 
Ah fotni Art! Ah fi^al Care, and Pains! 
I That robb'd me of the deareft of my Chains. 

Nor of a Black, nor of a Golden Hoe, 
I Tliey were, but of a Die between^the Two» 

I Such aa in rindiefs Cedar we behold. 

The Black confoonded with the dufky Gold. 
How cott'd yon hurt, or poiibn with Perfame 
Thofe Cnrh that were fo eafy to the CoHib 9 
That to no Pains exf>osM yon, when you fet 
Their Ihining Trefies, <br yoong Hearts a Net ? 
That ne^er prQv<rfcM yon with your Maids «o War^ 
For hurting you with your entangled Hair ? 
,you ne'er were urg'd to feme indecent Fray, 
Nor in a Pnry (aatch'd the Comb away. 
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The Teeth ne'er toach'd ^ji* and her oonftaat Care, 

Withoat ill Arti , woa^d have prefenr^d yoor Hair. 

Behind yoar Chair» I oft have ften her fiand. 

And comh and carl it with a gentle Hand* 

Oft have I feen it <ui year Shanlders play 

Uttcomb'd, at on jonr faxfk Bed yon lay. 

Your artlefs Trefiet with more Charms appear^ 

Than when adom'd with all year Coft and Care. 

When on the Graft the Tbraddm Nymphs reeling 

Of Bacchus fiill, and weary of their Wine, 

Lefs lovely are their Locks, than Yoars, left fidr 

The Ribgleu of their foftdiflievcPd Hair : 

Softer was thine, like fleecy Down it felr. 

And to the Finger did as freely yield. 

How did'ft thott tortare it, the Corls to torn. 

How with hot Irons at thy Toilet born ? 

This Rack, with what Obedience did it bear ? 

Ah fpare, I ciryM, thy patient Trtflei fpare. 

To hart them is a Sin ; this needlefs Toil 

Forbear, and do not, what adorns thee, fpoih 

Without fach Force, in native Corls they flow, ^ 

And of themieives in greater Order grow. * 

'Tis now too la^ to give yoar Labour o*er, 

I'hofe tortur'd Riagiets are, alas! no more. 

jffM might for thine have chang*d his Hair, 

And Bacchus have been proad thy Locks to wear* 

Not Fitntjf rifing from the foamy Sea, 

Such Curls can ihow, or vie in Hair with thee* 

Its Loftre to the Painter's Art Aie owes. 

And ihiae in Rii^ with gennine Beauty flows* 
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Ah, ceafe the crad Thoaght, and ceafe to pafs 
Such irkfome Minutes at yoor faithful Glafs. 
In vain thou feek'ft thy filkea Lodes to find, 
BaniOi the ddir Rtmembranoe from thy Mind. 
No Weeds dei^rdy'd them with' their pois'nons Juice, 
Nor canft thoa Witched' nuigiet Charms accuie. 
Nor Rival's Rage, nor dire Enchantment blame. 
Nor Envy*& Uafting Tong-ae^ nor.<Fever's Flame, 
The Mifehief by thy own fair Hands was wrought. 
Nor doll thoi} fafierforBnother^s/Fanlt* . . 
How oCc I bad thee» but in vaiQ» beware 
The venom'd EiTence, that deftroy'd thy Hair i 
Now wi;h new Arts, thou (halt thy Pride amufe. 
And Curls, of Germatt Captives borrowM, ufe* 
Dru/uj to Jlome their vanquifh'd Nation fends. 
And the fair Slave to thee her Trefles lends. 
With alien Locks thou wilt thy Head adorn. 
And Conqueft gainM by Foreign Beauty fcorn. 
How wilt thou blolh, with, other Charms to pleaie. 
And cry. How fairer were my Locka than thefe ! 
The Youth who charm'd withi fuch coarfe Curls can be. 
Some rude Sicambrian wou*d prefer to me. 
Time was when I could greater Glory boad ; 
But ah, that Glory, land that Time is loft. 
By Heav'ns, to Heart ihe;takes her Head's Difgrace, 
She weeps, and covers with her Hands her Face. 
She weeps, as in her Lap her Locks fhe views ; 
What 'Woman wou'd not weep, fuch Locks to lofe I 
Ah, that they fUll did on her Shoulders £ow^ ^ 
Ahy that Ib^y now, whei^ Ofice they gce^', didlgrow. 

Take 
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Take Courage^ fair Cerinnaf never fear, 
Thoa (halt not long tbeie borrowed Trefles wear. 
Time for your Beauty.fliall this Lofs repair. 
And yoa again ihall Charm with native H&ir* 

E L E G Y XV. 

Of the ImmortaUty of the Mufes. InfcrWd to 

Mr. pryden. 

JSfy ' rijgNRY CkOMwrLLV tfq;^ 

' * • r 

\ 

TM y-we)Mcnown lyldicei Iretfol Envyt eetfey 
Nor tax the Mnfe and me— ••<• 
With a weak Genius^ aid laglorfawsiBifti :. .^ 
What-^I ihoQid ihciii whiin^^YsotU doei Vigour yidd, 
Purfucthe-dtrilyCilone^of the Field :^'/ >> '-a-^ \ '?; * 
Onr Father^ Praife ! Or b^i^ my utmoft Care . ; 

To the dull Noife of thelitigiods-Bat: .!. . : . 

No! ihefemuftdle;*— — but ;he moid noibiePriadi T 
That whkiialoaetean'Man'immortaJiiey.fr' .\' j :il >> 
Mud fro»kilel4«^l Harmoii)! iriA:: . i'^ ^,/:.n:r. ^i^ 
^tfOT^fliall live^ /vufailft7V*fy«j.doeaftand4. O ,m.v II.:.' ^ 
Or/iA»'«T6p'ftQ-vey theNmghb'ringStnEndi^'* .?• "^. '1* 
Whilft ^/Vcr^i/ Stream^s along the Vallies glide^ 
And i«- (he Sea difcharge their rapid Tide \ n ;. ■ s \ 
Hefiod (haHllirei ! tail Corn ^not iivUfe^. \. tt .:.;: .i; 
'Till the plump Grape ^aki^sii^ Wealthy Jidcc :*«^ > * 
The World CaUimachus (hall ever prize, 
PdFwhat his Fancy wants, his Art fupplies : 

The 
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The Tragedies of mighty Stfhcas 

Shall in no Age their jnft Applaofes mifs:— — > 

80 well j^attis^ of the Planets wrote. 

That San and Moon maft fail, when he*s forgot :— 

When crafty Da^uus a hard Father cheats 

Taierve the Son»^-— ~when eafy Colly treats 

The jilting Whore, and Bawd> the Fignres fliew* 

The Comick from Mtamdtrh Model drew :-*— 

Enmmst whoie Mofe by Nature was deiigo'd 

Compleat, had Art with bounteous Nature join'd ;-— 

And Tragick Accius^ of Stile fublime. 

And weigh^ Words, Ihall ftand the Shock of TiflM: 

Whilft Jajnf% Golden Fleece ihall have a Name» 

Who flutU a Stmager be to F^vr^'f Fame 

Lmifitim Nature's Caaftt did rthearfi 

In fnch a lofty, and camniMidii^ Vegftt 

As ihall. reuMm *tttl that one fasal Day^ 

Which moil the World it felf in Ruins lay :• 

TtrgiU thy Works Divine ihall Patterns fland 

For each fncceedii^ Age's copying Hand, 

Whilft JtiMf ihall all its conquered World comnumi ! 

Whilft Citfid flidl be arm'd with Bow, and Dart, 

A*d flaming Shafttfliall pieiee the Lovei'slfcart; 

Shan we, O fweet TtMbu, love each Line 

That comes fitim that left, moving Pen of thine 

Both Baft and Weft reibund with GdUkr* Fame, 

G4Jks9 mud his LjiPtiu Are their Theme : 


1 


Sutues and Tombs irith Age coniaoM^ and die 9 
nrirVerfe alone has Immortality ;. 


To 
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To VeHe mud yield the greateil A€U of Kings ; 
Riches and Empire are bat empty thing?* 
^Without the lafting Fame a Poet brings, 
I«ec vulgar Spirits trivial BleiBngs chufe. 
May thy CaftiUan Spring infpire my Muie^ 
O God of Wit ! and Myrtles wreath my Hair; 
Then the two fearfal Lover may repair 
To what r write* to free his Breaft from Care: 
As living Worth Detra^ion itill attends. 
Which after Death a j after Fame defends } 
S6 I (hall Jhy laft Fan'ral Flame farvive. 
And in 1117 bttitr Part for ever live. 
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ELEGY I. 


By Henry Cromwell, Efq. 


♦♦♦♦♦♦ Am the Man, whofe briflc and gamefome 

♦ I I Mufe, 

^^^f»^S ^y Love'$ Command^ this Subje^l fllll pnr- 

fues; 
Far hence be-all prophane! Approach not here. 

Matrons oC Virtue rigid and fevere» 

Left thefe loofe Numbers Ihou'd offend your Ear. 

Came 


:. I 
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Come all ye Virgins of a foft Defire» 

And am'cous Youths touch'd with an unknown Fire; 

One in my State, < among ye may be found. 

Who, confcious of the Nature of his Wound, 

Will wonder, by what ftrange prophetick Art, 

The Poet touch'd the Secret of his Heart. 

My vain ambiciouaMgfe did once afplre. 

To (ing prodigious A4ls, with mighty Fire; 

I raisM my Spirit to that Enterprise, 

The daring Giitnts form'd againft the Skies, 

When Mother Earth on dire Revenge was bent^ 

Whofe monftrottf Birth to fcourge the Qods waf fent; 

Who with va(i Mountains fcalingTow'rs did build, 

Pelion with Offe^ on huge Olymfw pi I'd : 

Thunder, and Lightning was I jull upon- 

Which Jo've had brtindi(h?d, to fecure his Throne; 
When I perceiv'd Corinna^^ Doors were ban *d ; 
Then I the Gods defign'd Revenge deferred ; 
And ilrait refum*d my Elegiack Strain, 
Whofe gentle Force nnbarr'd the Doors again ! 
(Forgive my hafty Paflion, mighty Jovet 
There is no Thunder, like neglefled Love ;) 
By Verfe tfie hiffing Snake (hall bur ft, and die; 
And the horn'd Moon drop from the Starry Sky ; 
Verie can recall the Chariot of the Sun, 
And make the Streams back to their Fountains run; 
Thus each infenfible and rugged Door, 
Leap*d from the Hinges, ;ind obey'd its PowV : 
Why fhould my Thoughts th' Jtrfdes' Afls employ. 
The Death of He^ior^ or the Fate of Troj / 

the 
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The fierce Achilles is an gmple Field, 

But the illaftrious Name can nothing yield ; ■ ■■■■ 

No ! Let the Lady be my conftant Song, 

Her laftittg Praifes dwell upon myTongne, 

This might be worth onr Care ;"— for Besitty's Smiles 

Can beft repay the Poet's pleafing Toils ; 

The hope of a Reward the Fancy fires. 

While tivtvy Charm the chearfol Mitfe infpires. 

ELEGY II. 

To B^OC} net to hefo over-diligent in watcbiug 

bis MiJirefSf 

I Know thoo haft the keeping of my Fair, 
Oh SagUf but awhile fufpend thy Care. 
Let us confer, til not detain thee long. 
And mean not, that thou ihou'dft thy Miftrefs wrong. 
Laft Night, as in the Gallery I flood. 
And the fine Pi£ture of the Danaids view'd \ 
It happened that I caft my wand'ring Eye 
On a fair Lady, who was paffing by. 
I met her Glance, and foon the piercing Dait 
Its eafy PafiTage made, and reach'd my Heart. 
I lik'd, I Jov'd*, and how I might enjoy 
The lovely Dame, did all niy Thoughts employ. 
Impatient of my Blifs, my Mind I wrote, 
Aod by a trufty Slave difpatch'd the Note. 

Give 
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Give me one joyoBt Ni^t my Deftr» I cryM 1 
I dare not, (he wkk tretnbling Hand leply^d. 
And when I aik'd* Why will you not agree 
To grant my Suit f She throws the Blame on thee t 
My Maid, who firiftly watches me, *s at Home^ 
SheUl finell yonr Errand, and you muft not come* 
OftoomochCaation, gentle Nymph, bew«re. 
And don't provoke her Wrath by too much Care ; 
Thou'It then, have Caofe to ciirfe thy cmel Fate ; 
For if ihe heies thect, tU the World wiU ham» 
To gaard her th«s, why all this needlefi Pain ? 
What won'd Ae Ipfe, if I my Wifli AouM gain ? 
If to a Blockhead (he were giv*n>itt Chaige, 
^he F90I woa'd leave the Lady more at largie. 
The beft ConftnidUon on her Adtons put. 
Nor wou'd her Door againft her Lovers fliitt. 
If with her Fav'rite (he the Night had paft, 
He*d thiok the heft, and hope Ihe might be Chaft. 
Whatever Freedoms thou allow'il the Dame, 
To thee, aflure thy felf, flie'll givjs the fame ; 
Her Confident if thou confent'ft to be, 
^She'll take it kind, and be as good to thee : 
Bat if that Trait thou doft too dang'rons think. 
At what, to fee thou art not willing, wink : 
And when ike reads a Billet in thy Sight, 
Conclude her Mother did the Letter write. 
If to a Stranger thou doft quit the Room, 
Think, that he only as a Friend does comei 
That when the Door is faft upon him.cloa*d. 
He came to fee Jier, u ono iiidi%os'ill. 

She'i 


264 OvidV A.MOVRS. Book IL 

She's well in Health, and thou perceiv'ft the Trick* 

Yet fancy, that he*» viiiting the Sick, 

But if to tire thy Patience he ihou'd hap, 

DK'vrt the tedioas Minotes with a Nap. : 

Think them not long, or- gaihy of a Crime« ' 

But reil content, and deep away the Time* 

SJiould file by Chance to Ifi^ Temple go, * 

What ihe did there don't thoa demand to know. 

Egyptian Linnen> there exptoe'd to Sale ; 

Believe Ae ivent tp boy, ahd that was all. 

And tho' perhaps (he to the Playhouft goes, 

Fear nothing, that (he's always fafe, fuppofe. 

If thou art trufty, and Temptation Proof, 

For theej^ (he'll think (he ne'er can do enoughs 

Wife as thoil art, condder (he is Young, ' 

And fure-^is no hard Ta(k to hold one's Tongue. ' ^ 

Whate'er thou doH, (he then will always like, » 

And ne'er again will lift her Hand to (Irike. 

Thy Fellow-Servants will with Envy fee 

The many Favours, which (he'll heap on thee. 

The Truth ne'er let her Ha(band u^iderHand, 

But ready always have a Lie at Hand* 

Be fure, you in your Story (lillagFee, 

And what (he fays, be ftill conBrm'd by th*e. 

Her Spoufe, when in a fullen Fit you find. 

By foft Care(&s let her footh his Mind. • 

Let her compUin of thee; and weeping cry^ * 

The Wench will kill me with, her CrueUy. i ^ 

Madam, do thiou reply ip- angry Tone, ' • * 

My Comfort is,.! have my Duty done, - » ^ 

She'll 
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She'll look, as if (lie fcar'd thou wou'dfl Wteal ' 

The Truth, and thas you will the Crime conceal : 

Thus thou'lt her Hufband both deceive, and picafe,. 

And maTiy Favours gain, and many Fees. 

Troft me, if thou thefe Methods doft purfue. 

Thy Liberty ere-long he'll give thee too. 

For Faults but doubted, thou behold'fl what Pains 

Thy Fellow-Slaves endure, what heavy Chains ; 

How oft they're into filthy Dungeons thrown^ 

And punilhM for Offences, not their own ; 

For if Sufpicion of their Truth is made. 

They fare as ill, as if it was betray'd. / 

Say nothing then, whatever thou feefl, but llrivf 

In both his Confidence, and hers to live. 

Remember Tantalus*^ Plague in Hell, 

Why on his Head accurfl fuch Vengeance fell. 

Why from his Lips the River backwards runs. 

And why his Bices the tempting Apple fhuns. 

Such Torment does the Tell-tale there fuflain. 

And fuch, if thou doil tell, will be thy Pain. 

While Juno*$ Guardian with officious Care 

Fair lo watch'd, did Jove the Watchman (pare? 

The Slave, ere half his Years were number'd, dies. 

And lo reigns a Goddefs in the Skies* 

My felf the Marks of cank'ring Fetters law. 

When from a Wretch the Spoufe the Tale did draw. 

A Whifper makes him jealous of the Fadt, 

And for his Jealoufy the Slave is rackM. 

Hard was his Hap, and he, who caus*d his Pain, 

Defer?'d, Ah mHbhievous ! a doable Chain* 

N T^ 
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To Hoibandy and to Wife, alike to blame ; 

He loft his Peace of Mind» and fiie her Fame. 

Believe me. to the Hulhand-if you bear , 

8uch Tidings, they're not grateful to his Ear* 

And when yonr Informations you relate. 

Who hears the Story will th* Informer hate. 

Fond of his Wife, or carelefs let him be. 

His Obligation is the fame to ti;iee* 

Thou fliew'dft thy aeealous Purpofe to deftroy 

The Sweete of wedded Life, and Nuptial Joy* 

8h0ttld*fl thou befides atteft her faithlefs Love, 

How wilt thou, what thou hafl attefted, prove? 

Should'ft thou bring Proofs to vindicate thy Tale^ 

She'll by the Favour of her Judge prevaiL 

Tho* he were Witnefs to the wicked Deed, 

Not always will fuch Evidence fucceed. 

If Ihe the Fa£l, in which (he's caught, denies. 

His Dear he will believe, and doubt his Eyes. 

To cheat himfelf he'll with thy Miftrefs join. 

The Fault, and Punifliment will then be thine* 

Weeping himfelf. Ah do not weep, he'll fay ; 

The babbling Jade (hall for hel- Prating pay. 

Why wilt thou in unequal Fight engage ? 

Thy Malice will provoke thy Mailer's Rage; 

And, while his Wife he's dandling on his Knee^ 

Him flic'll carefs, and ie will threaten thee. 

We nothing III, if we fliould meet, defign* 

No Poifon will we mingle with our Wine, 

No Daggers will we draw, no Harm we mean ; 

But by our felves to a6l a teader Sceiie. 

* , T© 
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To love a little^ when we are alone. 
That's all ; I beg of thee no other Boon, 
And beg it in fo Mtp {o fweet a Strain, 
Tis Cruelty to let me fae in vaio. 

ELEGY III. 

To the Eunucbj who bad the keeping df bis 

Mijirefs. 

HOW hard^s my Hap, to have my FaircbnfignM 
To one^ who is imperfed in his Kind ; 
To one, who ne'er can have the Pow'r to prove 
As Woman, or as Man, the mataal Joys of Love? 
Who praAis'd iirft on Boys the catting Steel, 
DefervM himfdlf the fatal Wound to feel. 
Cou'dft thou be capable of Cupi^t Fires, 
Or the leall fertfible of Love's Deiires ; 
Some Pity thou wou'dft have on -me, and grant 
Thy Aid, for what thou canft not know» I want* 
111 fuits thee now, the Warrior's Lance to wield. 
To mount the manag'd Horfe, or lift the brazen Shield: 
Arms are for Men, and .not for fuch as thee. 
Who fhott'dd from ev'ry manly Tbongltt be free* 
No Banner /hott'dft thou, hotithy Lady's, bear^ 
And have no other Leader^ but the Fain 
Much it behoves thee then to Arive to gain 
Her Favour, and thoa »ee4^ not drive in wiaaL% 
Confult her PloaGirej an^ hpr Will obey^ 
To Favour that'i the. fins, the xtwSy Ws^. 

N 2 Without 
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Wiihoat it, how unhappy wilt thou be ? 

Life is withotMt it of no Ufe to thee. 

Thou'rt beaati&l, and may'd thy Prime enjoy^ 

And well thy Beauty, and thy Youth employ. 

Study to ferve thy gentle Miflrefs well. 

And merit her good Graces by thy Zeal. 

Watch as thou wilt, the Trouble thou may '11 (pare, 

She*ll eafily deceive thy utmoil Care. 

When two fond Lovers are agreed to meet, 

Canft thoo their well concerted Plot defeat ? 

The Ways of Kindnefs thou fiiouldil rather ufe; 

By being civil, thou wilt nothing lofe ; 

And when an Opportunity is fair. 

For thy own Sake be friendly to our Pray'r.* 

A Friend be to thy Lady, not a Guard. 

And we,withbounteousHand,thyFriendfliip will reward. 

* 

ELEGY IV. 

Tbat be loves all Sorts of Women. 

• * 

Vice by my Verfe I never will defend. 
Nor by falfc Arms to fence my own pretend. 
Frankly my Failings I with Shame confefs ; 
To hide my Errors, would not make them lefs. 
My Faults, whate*er I fuffer by*t, I own. 
That others, if they pleafe, thofe Faults may Ann ; 
I hate my felf, my Follies, and wou'd feign 
Be, were it in my Pow^r« anothetJMan.. . , 

How 
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How difficalt it is, ye righteous Gods, 

Againft oar Wills to bear fuch heavy Loads ? 

I have not Strength to guard my felf from 111 ; 

And as I wiih to rale my wicked Will. 

I'm hurry'd on, as by the boiflroas Sea 

The driving Bark is fwiftly borne away. 

No certain Form inflames my am'rous Breaft, 

All Beauty is alike to me the beft. 

A hundred Caufes kindle my Deiires, 

And Love ne'er wants a Torch to light my Fires. 

When on the Earth the modeft Virgin looks, 

That very ModeAy of her's provokes ; 

And if I chance to meet a forward Fair, 

Vm taken with her frank and eafy Air ; 

I figure to my felf a thoufand Charms, 

A thoufand Raptures in her wanton Arms. 

If, like the Damfels of the ^^^/M Race, 

She's rude, I look upon it as Grimace. 

That fuUen as fhe feems at firft, 'tis Art, 

That I the more may prize the Co&queft of her Heart*. 

New Joys, if ihe's a Wit, I hope to find ; 

And with her Body, to polTefs her.Mlnd: 

If Foolifli, I in that dan fee no Harm, 

And in her very Folly find a Charm. 

I know a Maid fo very fond, and dull. 

To me, (he thinks CalUmacbus a Fool. 

I foon am pleas'd with one that pleas'd with me. 

Alike we in our Tafle, and Wifh agree. 

But if the Fair my Verfes don't approve, 

I bragging tell her, (he will like my Love ; 

N 3 If 
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If with herTongae, or with her Heel (he's briik. 

Her Prattle pleafes, and her gamefome Frific. 

But if (he's heavy, I fappo(e at Night 

She'll change, and prove, as I woald have her, light. 

The Fair that iings, enchants me with her Voice ; 

Oh, what a Guft it gives a Lover's Joys ? 

When her thrill Shakes afre(h his Bo(bm woand, 

And from her Lips he kifles off the Soand ; 

When her foft Fingers toach the Silver Strings, 

And fwcetly to the fonnding Lute (he fings ; 

Who can rt&fk fach ftrong redoubled Charnss ? 

Her Mttfick melts me, as her Beauty warms* 

If in the Dance the nimble Nymph I find. 

And view how (he her pliabt Limbs does wind. 

How artfully (he to the Mufick moves, 

I cry, How happy is the Man (he loves ! 

My Humour, in a Word, is plainly this. 

All Obje6ls pleafe,^ and nothing con»es amifs* 

To love, and be belov'd, 's my (ble Employ } 

Diipos'd to be enjoy 'd, and to enjoy. 

This Lady for her Length I like, her Spread 

Will fwell my Arms, and fill the joyoos Bod; 

She's like the lufly Heroines of old, 

And with a (Irong Embrace her Lover will en(bld« 

This Lafs, becauTe (he's little, I approve ; 

The Lead are Hghteft in the Sports of Love* 

With every Size my Paffion does agree. 

And Tall, and Short are both alike to me« 

I fancy, when undrefl I find the Fair, 

»Ti8 Icfs her Want of Charms, tlia^ Want of Care. 

If 
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If with her Diihabille» I cry. Tin pleased. 
Flow beauteous would fhe be» if (he were dreft. 
And when file does her beft Apparel wear, 
1 think her Riches in her Pride appear. 
The Fair, the OHve are to me the fame. 
Alike the Swarthy, and the Sandy Dame. 
When her black Curls adown her Shoulders flow» 
Such hediC^ were, her Skin as white as Snow, 
And when her golden Locks her Head adorn, 
I ftreight compare her to the Saf&on Mora* 
My Love with no Completion diiagrees. 
But all alike my ready Paffion pleafe. 
The Younger by their Bloom my Heart fecare» 
The Elder win it, as they're more mature. 
And tho* the Younger may excel in Charms; 
The Elder dafp you with experitnc'd Arms* 
What all the City like, is lik'd by me. 
And I with them in all my Loves agree. 
Tm proud to be the Rival of the Town, 
And to their Tafte will ftill conform my own. 


ELEGY V, 

TV his falfe Mijtrefs. 
By Mr. E u s d k n, 

Q Upid, be gone ! I can for Beauty figh ; 
But not be forced to wiih each Honr to die* 

N 4 For 
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For fo I wift, whene'er my rcftlcfs Thoughts 
Dwell on her Fallhpods, and repeated Faults. 
^11 other Plagjcies kaow fometimes to be civile 
Bat Woman is a fare, perpetual Evil. 
No Pimp I brib'd to prove thy pcrjur'd Vows, 
Nor intercepted once thy Billets-doux. 
O! coa'dft thou but my Arguments difprove ! 
A Caufe (q good is here unwilh'd in Love. 
Happy, who dares t'avovv his cenfiir'd Flame, - 
And vindicate, the fecret-tripping Dame. 
Blufhlefs tho' guiltyi,^ with uplifted Eyes, 
*Tis falie, my Life, by yon bright Heav'n, {he>cries» 
liimfelfl^e fools, and madly feeds his Gxicf, 
Vv lio from Copvi£lion feeks the fad Relief. 
Wretched I faw thy Wantonnefs unfought^ 
By thee in ^f^p fecure, and Eyelefs, thought. 
With Glances on .each other how you hung ! 
How cv^ry Nod ^ad more than half a Tqngue ! 
How roul'd thy glowing Eye^I how lewd they ipoke i 
£v'n from thy artAil Fingers Language brpke. 
While Writing on the Board with Pens they vy'd, 
Aqd.the-fpHt Wide the Want of Ink fupply'd. 
The filent Speech too well I underllood ; 
For to deceive a Lover,' yet who cou'd ? 
Tho' thou didft write in a Laconick Hand, 
And Words for Sentences were taught to Hand. 
Now ended was the Treat, and ev'ry Gueft 
-Indulg'd his Ea^« and lay composM to Red. 
Your clofe, lafcivious KiiTes then I fpy'd. 
And fomething more, than Lips to Lips apply 'd : 

. Such 
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Sach from a Sifter Brothers ne'er receive* 

But yielding Fair ones to warm Lovers give* 

Not ib Diana would to Phcebus prefs. 

But Cytberea (o her il/ifir/ would blefs. 

Too far provok'd, at laft I cry'd aloud. 

On whom are Pleafures, due to me, beftowM ? 

I muft not, will not, cannot bear this Sight ; 

'Tis lawful fure to feize upon my Right. 

Thefe Raptures to us both in common are. 

But whence, ye Furies, claims a Third his Share ? 

£nrag*d I fpoke, and o'er her Cheeks were fpread 
Swift new-born Glories in a fudden Red. 
Such Blufiies on the bridal Night adorn 

The trembling Virgin ; fuch the rifing Morn. jjj 

So fweet a Hue the lab'ring Cynthia (hows. 
Or the fair Lilly damaflt'd by the Rofe; • 

Or Iv'ry, which Time's yellow Taint defies. 
When twice enrich'd with proud AJyrian Dies. 
Such were her Looks, and a diviner Grace 
Had never brightened that enchanting Face. 
She call her Eyes down on the humble Ground ; 
Her Eyes fo caft, an unknown Sweetneis found. 
Mournful her Looks ; her mournful Looks became. 
Shining thro' Grief, and beautiful in Shame. 
I rufli'd, refolv'd her golden Locks to tear» 
And with mad Violence difrobe the Fair : 
But as I viewM her Face, th' extended Hand 
Shrunk back, nor hearken'd to the harfh Command. 
Others PrOtedion feek by Dint of Arms, ^ . . . 

Hec only Safe-goard were her wond'roos Charms. ^ 

Ns I, 
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I, who bat latt, look'd iafolently brave. 

Fell from mf Heigbt» and couch'd a fappliant Slave» 

I rar'd no longer at another's BUft, 

Bat begg'd the Tranijport of at iweet a Kifs* 

Smiling ihe faid« How grateful thy ReqaeA i 

If e*er my Kifles pleafe thee, take the beil« 

Oh! with what Goft, as from her Soul they came! 

5ach might mehjsve, and Stop the vengeful Flame 

I fear'd my. Rival too enjoy'd the fame. 

Theie better, than from me (he learn'd, I thooght. 

Something taught new» alas! I wifli'd antaoght. 

What moft gave Pleafure, that now flings the moft ; 

Why were oar darting Tohgaes entirely loft ? 

Nor fret I, thou in luffing (hooldft excel. 

And yet 'tis ilrange to know to kifs fo well : 

But ah! fuch Le^ures only could be read 

By youthful Tutors, and imbib'd abed. 

That Sage, who e'er thefe large Improvements made. 

Was by his Pupil precioufly repay'd. 

s 

ELEGY VI. 

Sy Mr. C K. £ £ c H. 

A Las, poor PcU^ my Itulian Talker, dies ! 
Go Birds, and celebrate Us Oh/equiis. 
Go Birds* and beat your Breafts, your Faces tear^ 
And pluck your gaudy Plumes, infiead of Hair* 

* Let 


c 
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Let doleful Tunet the frighted Forefts wound, 

And your fad Notes fapply the Trwnpet'i Sound, 

Why, Pbilmeh doft mourn the Tkracian Rage ? 

It is enough, thy Grief at laft a/Twage 

His Crimfon Faults are now grown white 

Now mourn this Bird ; the Caufe of all thy Woe 

Was^reat, 'tis true, but it was long ago. 

Mourn all ye wing'd Inhabitants of Air, 

But youy my Turtle^ take the greateft Share ! 

You two liv'd conftant Friends, and free from Strife, 

Your Kindnefs was entire, and long as Life. 

What Pylades to his Ortftis vow'd, 

To thee, poor PoU^ thy friendly Turtle (how'd, 

And kept his Love as long as Fate allow'd. 

But ah, what did thy Faith, thy Flumes, and Tail, 

And what thy pretty Speaking- Art avail ? 

And what that thou wert given, and pleas'd my Mifs^ 

Since now the Bird's unhappy Glory dies ? 

A lovely <verdant Green grac'd every Quill, 

The deeped 'viwd Red did paint thy Bill : 

In fpeaking thou didil every Bird excel. 

None prattled, and none lif|9'd the Words io well. 

'Twas Envy only fent this fierce Difeafe, 

Thou wert averfe to War, and ItvMft in Peace, 

A talking harmlefs thing, and lov'dft thine Eafe. 

The lighting Quails ftill live 'midft all their Strife, 

And even that, perhaps, prolongs their Life. 

Thy Meat was little, and thy prattling Tongue 

Would ne'er permit to make thy Dinner long : 

Plain 
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Plain Fomitaid^Watier all thy Drink alloiv'd. 
And Naty and Poppy- feed were all thy Food. 
The preying Fultunss and the JT//// remain, 
And the unlucky Crow fUU caws for Rain. 
*Iiie.Chougb ^ili lives, 'midft fierce MiVrerWs Hate, 
And r(;^rce nine hundred Years conclude her Fate. 
But my poor FoUmow hangs his iickly Head, 
My Poll, my Prefent from the Eaft, is dead. 
Bed things are fooner fnatcht by cov'tous Fate, . 
To worfeihefreely gives a longer Date. 
Tberjites brave AchiHes* Fate furviv'd ; 
And HeSor fell, whilfl all his Brothers liv'd. 
Why fhpuld I, tell, what Vows Corinna made f 
How oft (he begg'd thy Life, how oft (he pray'd ? 
The Seventh-day came, and now the Fates begin 
To end the Thread, they had no more to Spin. 
Yet ili]l he talkt, and when Death nearer drew. 
His lad Breath faid, Corimfaf now adieu. 
There is a (hady Cyprefs Grove below. 
And thither (if fuch doubtful things we know) 
The Ghofts of pious Birds departed go. 
'Tis water'd well, and verdant all the Year, 
And Birds obfQene dq never enter there : 
There harmlefs Swans fecurely take .their Re((, 
And there the (ingle Ph^mix builds her Neft. 
Proud Peacocks there difplay their gaudy Train, 
And billing Turtles Coo o'er all the Plain. 
To thefe dark Shades my Parrot's Soolfhall go. 
And with his Talk divert the Birds .beiow^ 

Whilft 
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Whilil here his Bones enjoy a noble Grave, 
A little Marble,: and an Epitaph : 

In Talking I did eyery Bird excels 

And wf Tomb proves y n^ Mijlrefs lo'v*d me njoelL 


] 
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He protejis^ that be had never any thing to do 
with the Chamber-maid, 

By the fame Hand. 

AND muft I ilill be gQilty, dill untrue» fnew? 

And when old Crimes are parg'd, flill charged with 
What tho' at laft my Caufe I clearly gain ? 
Yet I!m afiiam'd to firive fo oft in vain» 
And when the Prize will fcarce reward the Pain. 
J fat the Play I in Fop* corner fit, 
And with a fqainting Eye glote o'er the Pic, 
Or view the Boxes, you begin to fear. 
And fancy flreight fome Rival-Beauty there. 
If any looks on me, you think yon fpy 
A private Affignation in her Eye. 
A iilent ibft Difcourfe in every Grace, 
And Tongues in all the Features of her Face* 
If I praiCb any one^ yon ;ear your Hair, 
Shew frantick Tricks, and rage with wild Deipair* 
If difcommend, O then 'tis all Deceit, 
Jtilrive to cloak my Paffion by the Cheat ; 

If 


] 
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If [ look well, I then negledl your Charms, 

Lie dull and lazy in your a£Uve Arms ; 

If weak my Voices if pale my Looks appear, 

O then I languiih for another Fair« 

Would I did fin, and you with Canfe complain ; . 

For when we ftrive to (hun, yet ftrive in vain, 

*Tis Comfort fure to have deferv'd the Paiiu 

But fure fond Fancies now foch Heats engage. 

Your credulous peevi(h Humour fjpoils your Rage ; 

In frequent Chldings I no Fol-ce tan fee ; 

You frown too often to prevail with me : 

The Afs grows dull by Stripes, the conftant Blow 

Beats off* his Brifknefs, and he moves but flow. 

But now I'm laviih of my kind Embrace, 

And Moi/ forfooth fupplies her Lady's Place ! ". 

Kind Love forbid, that I ihould floop fo low : 

What, unto niean ignoble Beauties bow ? 

A Chamber-maid! no Faith, my Love flies high. 

My Quarry is a Mifs of Quality. 

Fie, who would clafp a Slave, who joy to fed 

Her Hands of Iron, and her Sides of Steel ? 

nTwill damp an eager Thought, 'twill check my Mind, 

To feel thofe Knubs the Lafli hath left behind. 

Befides flie drefles well, with lovely Grac^ 

She fets thy Tour, andjdoes adorn thy Face; 

Thy natural Beauty all her Arts improve. 

And make me more enamour'd of my Love : 

Then why ihould I tempt her, and why betray 

Thy ttfeful Slave, and have her torn'd away ? 
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I fwear by Vems^ by Love'i Darts, and Bow» 
A defperate Oath, you muft believe me now; 
I am oot goiity^ Tve not broke my Vow. 


1 


ELEGY Vm. 

To Corinna'j Chamber-maid. 

By the fame Hand. 

DEar flcilful Betty ^ who dofl fir excel 
My Lady's other Maids in dreffing weli : 
Dear Bettj^ fit to be preferM abore 
To Juno^ Chamber, or the Queen of Love; 
Genteel, wdt-bred, not ruftically coy. 
Not eafy to deny defirecl Joy ; 
Through whofe Mt Eyes ftiil fecret Wifhes {hioe» 
Fit for thy Miflreis' Ufe, but more for mine'; 
Who, BeUyt did the fatal Secret iee. 
Who told CorinnUf you were kind to me ? 
Yet when (he chid me £>r my kind Embrace, ; 

Did any guilty Blufb fpread o'er my Face ? 
Did I betray thee. Maid, or could (he fpy 
The lead Confeffion in my confcious Eye ? 
Not chat I think ic a I^fgrace to prove 
Stoln Sweets, or make a Chamber-maid my Love* 
Achiliii wantoa'd in Bri/iij^ Arms ; 
Atridts bow'd to fftir Cafatidta'% CbarSMt 
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Sure ( am lefs than thefe; then what can bring 
Diigrace to me, that fo became a King ? 
But when ihe loolct on you, poor harmlefs Maid, 
You bluiht, and all the kind Intrigue betray'd : 
.Yet ftill I vowM» I made a ftout Defence* 
I fwore, and look'd as bold as Innocence : 
Damme, Pgad, all that^.and let me die: 
Kind Venus^ do not hear my Perjury, 
Kind Venus^ flop thy Ears when Lovers lie. 
Now Bitty^ how will you my Oaths requite ? 
Come pr'ythee let's compound for more Delight, 
Faith I am eafy, and but a(k a Night. 
What ! Start at the Propofal ? how ! deny ? 
Pretend fond Fears of a Difcovery ? 
Refafe, left fom&fad Chance the thing betray ? 
Is this your kind, your damn'd obliging Way ? 
Well, deny on, Plllie, PU fwear no more, 
Corinna now ftall know thou art a Whore ; 
I'll tell, fince you my fair Addrefs forbid. 
How often, when, and where,< and what we did. 


ELEGY IX. 

?» LOVE. 
By the late. Earl of Rocji.e.8-.t s R^ 


O 


Love ! how coMt and flow to tidce my Part, 
Thou Idle Wanderer ^x>a( my Heart } 

Wh/ 
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Why thy old faithfal Soldier wilt thoo fee 
Oppreft in thy own Tents? they oiurther me, 
Thy Flames confume, thy Arrows pierce thy Friends, 
Rather on Foes pnrftte more noble Ends. 
AchiUis^ Sword would certainly beilow 
A Care, as certain, as it gave the Blow. 
Hunters, who follow flying Game, give o*er 
When the Prey?s caoght, Hopes ftill lead on before. 
We thine own Slaves feel thy tyrannick Blows, 
Whilft thy tame Hand's unmov'd againil thy Foes. 
On Men difarm'd how can you gallant prove ? 
And I was long ago difarm'd by Love. 
Millions of dull Men live, and fcornful Maids ; 
W^'ll own Love valiant, when he thefe invades. 
Rmn from each Comer of the wide World fnatch'd 
A Laarel, or't had been to thu Day thatch'd: 
But the old Soldier haa his refting Place, 
And the good batter'd Horfe is toro'd to Graft; 
The harraft Whore, who liv'd a Wretch to pleafe. 
Has Leave to be a Bawd, and take her Eafe. 
For me then, who have truly fpent my Blood 
(LoVe) in thy Service, and fo boldly flood 
In CeltfC^ Trenches, were'c not wifely done. 
E'en to retire, and live in Peace at Home ? 
No ' ■ might I gain a Godhead to difciaim 
My glorious Title to my endlefs Flame, 
Divinity with fcorn I would forAvear, 
Such fweet dear tempting Devils Women are. 
Whene'er thofe Flames grow faint, I quickly find 
A fierce black Storm poqr down upon xxi^j Mind ; 

Headlong 
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Headlong Pm harPd like Horfemen, who in vain 
Their Fary^flamiog Cottrfers wottld reftraln ; 
JVs Ships, juft when the Harboar they attain^ 
Are fnatchM by fadden Blafts to Sea again ; 
So Love's famaftick Stonns reduce my Heart 
Half refcaM, and the God refumet his Dart. 
Strike here, this andefended Bofbm wound* 
And for (6 brave a Conquell be renown'd. 
Shafts fly fo faft to me from etery Part, 
You'll Icarce di/cern the Quttrer from my Heart.* 
What Wretch can bear a Uve-kmg Night's dull Reft, 
Or think himielf in laay Slumbers bleft ? 
Pool •—»-«» is not Sleep the Image of pate Death, 
There's time for Reft when Fate hath ftoptyoor Sieatlu 
Me may my foft deluding Dear deoetve^ 
I'm happy in my Hopes, while I believe ; 
Now let her flatter, then as feodly chide» 
Often may I enjoy, oft be deny'd. 
With dottbtfttl Steps the God of War does move» 
By thy Example in ambiguous Love. 
Blown to and fro, like Down from thy own Wing, 
Who knows when Joy, or Angusfli thou wilt bring ? 
Yet at thy Mother's, and thy Slave's Requeft, 
Fix an eternal Empire in my Breaft : 
And let th'.inconftant charming/Sex, 
Whofe wilful Scorn does Lovers vex. 
Submit fcheir Hearts before thy ThrOne, 
The Vaflal World is then thy owm 


ELEGY 
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ELEGY X, 

Ovid teUs Graecinus, tbnt he isfalfen in Lovi 
with a Couple of Ladies. 

By an unknown Hand. 

WHat yott affirmM, my Friend, is prevM iintrae, 
That none at once conld madly dote on two. 
DeceivM, vnarm'd, we CttpU foon o'er*came» 
And I glow ihamelefs wirh a double Flame. 
They both are Fair, both drefs fo nicely well. 
That the Pre-eminenee is hard to tell. 
Sometimes for this, fometTmes fbr that I burn, 
And each more beauteous fparklet In her turn. 
Each claims my Paffion, and my Heart divides^ 
As to and fro the doubtful Galliot rides, 
Here driven by Winds, and there redriven by Tides. 
Why doubly chain'd ? Was not a finale Fair 
Enough to load me with perpetual Care ? 
Why are more Leaves broaghc to the Shady Woods 
Stars to the Sky, or Waters to the Flood ? 
Yet better fo, than not to love at all ; 
Scill on my Foes may fach dull Blefiings fall. 
May they, inlipidly fupine, be fpread 
Alo^ng the Middle of a Widow'd Bed, 
While I with Sprightlinefs Love's Vigils keep. 
Stretched out for fomethiDg far more fweet, than Sleeps. 

Others 


.1 
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Others from Ruin By, to mine I run. 
To be by Women pleafingly undone/ 
Longing for two, fince andeftroy'd by one. 
Still let my {lender Limbs for Love fuilice, 
I want no Nerves, but want the bulky Size. 
My Limbs tho' Lean, are not in vain difplay'd ; 
From me no Female ever rofe a Maid. 
Oft have T, when a lufcious Night was (pent. 
Saluted Morn, nor cloy'd, nor impoteat. 
Happy, who gafps in Love his lated Breath ; 
Give me, ye Gods, fo foftly fweet a Death. 
Let the rough Warriors grapple on the Plain , 
And with their Blood iinmottal Honour gain. 
Let the vile Mifer plough for Wealth the Deep, 
And Shipwrecked in th' unfathom'd Waters Heep. 
May Finus grant me but my laft Defire, 
In the full height of Rapture to expire. 
Perhaps fome Friend with kindly Dew fupply'd^ 
Weeping will fay, As Oi;/V/ liv'd, he dy'd. 

E L E G Y XI. 

^0 bis Mijirefs going a Voyage at Sea. 

THofe that the Top o£ Pelien barM, to build 
The firft huge Ship, that plow'd the wat'ry field, 
Surpriz*d with their ilupendous Work, the Sea; 
But fuch Adventures are not fit for thee. 
Death flar'd them in the Face in various Forms, 
In Rocks, and Shelves^ and in outrageous Storms, 

They 
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They daringly explor'd the doubtful Seas, 

In queft of Cokb$s^ and the Golden Fleece. 

Oh that no Ship might pafs tlie liquid Wade, 

And ArgOj ras the firil, had been the laft. 

Cortnna nnw prepares to quit her Down, 

And leave her well-known Bed, for Waves unknown. 

What Winds will blow around the trembling Fair ? 

No gentle Zephyrs then will fan the Air ; 

But Blalb of Boreas rend the cracking Sails, 

And lafli the leaky Ship with boftile Gales. 

Nor Hodes Ihalt thou then, nor Groves furvey. 

Nor any Objed meet thy Eyes, but Sea ; 

Nor as thou dofl explore the farther Main, 

Green (halt thou fee, or She]ly Shore again ; 

Nor on the flipp'ry Pebbles (halt thou Hide, 

But o'er the Waves in mortal Terror ride. 

if thou a Life, fo dear to us, would'il fave^ 

Walk on the Margin of the Silver Wave, 

Content thy kUy upon the Coaft to llray, 

That's fafe, but all beyond a dangerous Way, 

To thy whole. Sex this Caution I addrefs. 

Ne'er truft your Beauties to the faithlefs Seas, 

To you the dreadful Tale let others tejl. 

In Ocean'j Depths what horrid Monliers dwell. 

What Veflcls Scylla't greedy Gulph devours, 

.And how for Prey the fell CbarjbJis roars ; 

What Ships have periih'd by the founding Shocks 

Of Tempeils driving on Ceraunian Rocks ; 

Or what have funk in Syrt^% treach'rous Sands, 

Or been in Pieces daih'd on Libyan Strands : 

Heaii 
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Hear what theyYay, and what thou hcsur*&, believe ; 

Thou canil no Hart by eafy Fauh receive. 

When far behind thee thou had left the Strand, 

Flow wilt thoa long in vaia« and look, for Land? 

And when theTempeft beats^ the V^&Vs Stdei 

Admit thro' gaping Leaks the gufiting Tides* 

The Pilot ihall himfelf begin to fear 

The roaring Death, that's now approaching fiear i 

How livid will thy Looks be then* and pale^ 

How wilt thott ftart at ev'/ry rattling Gale t 

How wjk thou then invoke the lowring Skiea^ 

And Leiia^s Son to hear thy fruitlefs Cries ? 

How wilt thou chy adirent'roas Fate deplore. 

And blefs the Feet that tread the foHd Shore ? 

^Tis fafer on yoar Couch to fit, and fing 

Some amorous Song» Or touch the Tkradan String* 

But if the Winds fkoxM bear nay Words away^ 

Or you defpjfe, what I in Friend (hip fay* 

Do thou thy Aid, oh Galatea^ lend, 

Congna*& Ship with profp'roos Gales befriend. 

Ye Nymphs, and yon their bearded Sire^ beware 

Left any Hurt befalthe vent'raus Fair. 

What Guilt her Death would bring npon the Sea I 

Your Waters could^inot waih theCrime away* 

Go then, but ever keep xht freih in Mind, 

Full be your Sai^s of a propitious Wind, 

And quickly may the friendly Gales reftore- 

My Millrefs .to this CHice forfaken Shore. 

I firil (ha^ £mm mir Coaift, wi«h feaiaoUBg Eye, 

Your Ship rctunnaBg to oar Harkuzr fpy ,. 

•Afiki that it brings our Gods> with Rapture try^ 

When 
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When in mine Arms the landing Fair I catch, 

KiiTes on Kiiles numberleis PII fnatch. 

The Vi^im for your fafe Return decreed, 

To pay my Vow9 Aall on the Altar bleeds 

Inftead of poliih'd Stone, the homely Strand 

Shall ferve us for a Table, or the Sand* 

We'll there refrefli, your Health we thece will drink, 

And you Ihall tell me there* how like you were to $nk. 

What Riik you ran, how near to fufier Wreck* 

And yet how bold you were to hallea back. 

Nor ftarlefs Nights you fear'd, nor flormy Sea, 

Nor Danger dreaded, while you thought on mo. 

Tho' 'tis all feign'd. Til tak& it to be true, 

Atid cheat my Hopes, as Lovers ufe to do* 

tVhy (hould I not as Truth the Tale receive ? 

'Twill pleafe as well, if I as well believe. 

Let Phcshus wing the Hours, and hafie the Day, 

In Heav'n diAinguiih'd by a brighter Ray. 


ELEGY XII. 

The Poet rejoices for the Favours he has received 

of his Miftrefs. 

TO Triumphe! I have won the Prize, 

For in my Arms the fair Corinna lies* 

Nor jealous Hufband, nor a Guardian's Care, 

Nor Door defended with a double Bar, 

Cou'd fepce againil a Lover's Arti^ce; 

For in my Axni» the fair CoHnna lien 

. .With 


\ 
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With Reafon of my Victory I boaft. 
The Conqueft gain'dy and yet no Blood is loCl : 
I fcaPd no Walls, I pafs'd no Ditch profouod» 
Safe were my Wars, and all whhoat a Wound. 
^']y only Work, a charming Girl to gain, 
The Pleafare well rewards the little Pain. 
Ten Years the Grteh did in one Siege employ, 
B«t level'd were« at length, the Walls of Tr^ ; 
What Glory wzs there by th' Atrides won. 
So many Chiefs before a Tingle Town ? 
Not thus did I my pleafant Toils parfue. 
And the whole Glory to my feif is doe* 
My felf was Horfc, and Foot, my fcif alone. 
The Captain and the Soldier was in one, 
And fought beneath no Banner but my own. 
Whe her by Strength I combated, or Wile, 
Fortune did ever on my Adlions fmile. 
I only owe my Triumph to my Care, 
And by my Patience only won the Fair. 
Nor was my Caufe of Quarrel new, the fame 
Set Europe y and proud AJia in a Flame. 
For HeUn^ ravilh'd by the Dardan Boy, 
Was the War wag'd that funk the Pride of Troy^ 
The C^a//*»r/^ouljle-form'd, half Man, half Bead, 
DeiiPd with horrid War the Nuptial Feaft ; 
EnHam'd by Wine, and Woman's Magick Charms, 
They turned the jolly Face of Joy to Arms. 
*T was Woman urg*d the Su-ife, a fecond Fair 
Involved the Trojans in a fecond War. . 
What Wreck, what Ruin, did a Woman bring . . 
On peaceful Latittm^ ^nd thejr pious King I 
* ' When 
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When Romt was Young, and in her Infant StatCi ' 

What Woes did Woman to our Sires create ! 

l>nto what Peril was that City brought, 

When Sabine Fathers for their Daughters fought ! 

Two lufty Bulls I in the Meads have viewM 

In Combat joined, and by their Side there Hood 

A Milk-white Heifer, who provokM the Fight, 

By each contended, but the Con<|u'ror*8 Right. 

She gives them Courage, her they both regard, " ' 

As one that caubM the War, and muft reward. 

Compeird by Qupid in his Hoft to lift. 

And who that has a Heart can Love refill ? 

His Soldier I have been, without the Guilt 

Of Blood, in any of our Battles (pi It. 

For him I've fought, as man/more have done. 

And many Rivah met, but murdeiM none« 

I 
ELEGY XIIL I 

^0 Ifis. A Prayer that the Goddefs would 
^T^Corinna, and pevent ber Mifcarrying, 

WITH cruel Art Cennna would dcftroy 
The rip'aing Fruit of our repeated Joy. 
While on her felf ihe pra^lifes her Skill, 
She's like the Mother, not the Child, to kill. 
Me ihe wou'd not atqoaint with what ihe did. 
From me a Thing, which I abhorr*d, ihe hid ; 

O • Well .' 
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Well might I DOW be aogry^ bat I fear, 

111 at (he it, it might endanger her. 

By me, I mail confefs, (he did conceive, 

The Pad it fo, or elfe I fq believe. 

We've Caofe to think, what may fo likely be. 

So is, and then the Babe belongs to me. 

Oh Ijis9 who delight'ft to haunt the Fields, 

Where fraitfii} iV/Zr his Golden Harvefts yields. 

Where with (even Mouths into the Sea it falls, 

And haft thy Walks around Canope's Walls, 

Who Memphis vifit'ft, and the Pharian Tow'rs, 

Aflift Coriuna with thy friendly Pow'rs. 

Thee by thy Silver Siftra I conjure, 

A Life fo precious, by thy Aid fecure. 

So may'il thou wiih OJsris ilill (ind Grace ; 

By Anuhis^h venerable Face, 

I pray thee, fo may ftill thy Rights Divine . 

Flouri(h, and Serprents round thy OfF'rings twine. 

May Apts with his Horns the Pomp attend. 

And be to thee, as thou'rt to her, a Friend. 

Look down. Oh Ifiii on the teeming i^'air^ 

And make at once, her Life, and mine thy Care. 

Have Pity on her Pains; the Help you give 

To her, her Lover faves, in her I live. 

From thee this Favour (he dcierves : (he pays 

Her Vows to thee, on all thy (blemn Days ; 

And when the GalU at thy Altars wait. 

She's prefent at the Fead they celebrate. 

And Thou, Lucina^ who the laboring Womb 

Doll with Companion view, to her Aflidance come. 

Nor 
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Nor doft thou» when to thee thf VotViei pray 

For fpeedy Help, thy wanted Help delay. 

Lucina^ liften to Corinna^s PrayV, 

Thy Vot'ry (he, and worthy of thy Care. 

I'll with my OfPriogt to thy Altar come. 

With Votive Myrrh thy facred Fane per fa me. 

The Vows I make, that them my Fair may'ft blefs. 

In Words infcrib'd, PU on thy Shrine exprefs. 

0«v/V» the Servant of Corinna, pray'd 

The Goddefs here, the teeming Dame to aid : 

Ah Goddefsy of my humble Suit allow ; 

Give place to my Infcription and my Vow, 

If frighted as I am I may prefume. 

Your Conduct to dired in Time to come, 

Connna, fince you've fuffer'd thus before* 

Ah try the bold Experiment no more. 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

ELEGY XIV, 

^0 bis Miftrefs who endeavoured to make herfelf 

.. Mifcarry. 

WHat boots it, that the Fair are free from War, 
And what, that they're forbid the Shield to bear; 
Againft themfelves, if they new Arms employ. 
And madly with new Wounds, their Lives deflroy ? 
The cruel Mother, who did firll contrive 
Her Babe to butcher, ere 'twas fcarce alive, 

O 2 Who 
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Who thus from Nature's tender Didates fivierv'd. 

To periih by her proper Hands deferv'd. 

Why do the Sex forget their Softnefs, why 

Such Projeds for a fooliftt Fancy, try ? 

The Belly maft be fmootb, no Wrinkle there 

To fliock the Lover's wanton GlaAce appear. 

His Touch as well as Sight they fain Would plea(e, 

And the Womb early of its Burthen ea(e. 

Had Women foooer known this wicked Trade, 

Among the Race of Men, what Havock had they made : 

Mankind had been extinct, and loft the Seed, 

Without a Wonder to reftore the Breed ; 

As when Deucalion and his Fyrrha hurPd 

The Stones, that fow'd'with Men the delug'd World. 

Had TbeiU^ Goddefs of the Sea, refus*d 

To bear the Burthen, and her Fruit abus'd. 

Who would have Priam*% Royal Seat deftroy'd ? 

Or had the Veftal, whom fierce Man enjoy'd. 

Stifled the Twins within her pregnant Womb, 

What Founder would have then beeqi born to Rome!' 

Had Venust when Ac with jEneas teem*d. 

To Death, ere born^ Anchi/ei* Son condemn'd. 

The World had of the Cafars been deprived ; 

Augvjflus ne'er hijd re'gnM, nor JuUus liv'd. 

And Thou, whpfe Beauty is the Bead of Fame, 

Hadft periih'd, had thy Mother done the fame; 

Nor had I liv'd I-.ove's faithful Slave to be. 

Had my own Mother dealt as 111 by me. 

Ah vile Invention, ah accurd Defign, 

To rob of rip'ning Fiuit the lo^dea Vine ! 

AH 
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Ah let it grow for Nature's Ufe mature. 

Ah let it its full length of Time endure. 

^Twill of it felf, alas, too foon decay. 

And quickly fall, like Autumn Leaves, away. 

Why barb'roufly doil thou thy Bowels teari 

To kill the human Load that quickens there i 

On venom'd Drugs why venture, to deilroy 

The Pledge of Pleafure part, the promised Boy ? , 

MeJea, guilty of her Children's Blood, 

The Mark of every Age's Curfe has flood; 

And J/ys murder 'd by his Mother's Rage, 

Been pity'd fince by each fucceeding Age ; 

There cruel Parents by falf^ Lords abused, 

Had yet fome Plea, tho' none their Crime excus'd* 

What, ya/on, did your dire Revenge provoke f 

What, Tereuif urge you to the fatal Stroke? 

What Rage your Re^fon led fo far away. 

As furtous Hands upon your felf to lay t 

The Tygreflcs, that haunt xHx^JrmeniaH Wood, 

Will fpare their proper Young, tho' pinch'd for Foo^ ; 

Nor will the Lifyan Lyonefies flay 

Their Whelps ; but Women are more fierce than they» 

More barb'rons to the tender Fruit they bear. 

Nor Nature's Call, tho' loud (he cries, will hear. 

But righteous Vengeance oft their Crimes purfuetf. 

And they are loft themfeives, who wou'd their Childr<en 

The poys'nons Drugs, with mortal Juices 6U [loft » 

Their Veins, and undefign'd, therofelves they kill, ) 

Themfelves upon the Bier are breathlefs born, ; 

With Hair ty'd up, which was in Riuglets worn, 

O J Thto' 
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Thro' weeping Crowds, that on their Corps attend. 
Well may they weep for their unhappy End. 
Forbid it^ Heay*n, that what I fay may prove 
Freiaging to the Fair, I blame, and love ; 
Thot let me ne'er, ye Powers, her Death deplore, 
Twas her flrft Faalt, and flieMl o£lend no more. 
No Pardon ihe*ll deferve, a fecond Time, 
Batf without Mercyi pnnilh then her Crime. 

E L E G Y XV. 

fbi Poet /peaks to the Ringj which be badfent 
a Prefent to bis Miftrefs* 

By an unknown Hand. 

GO, happy Ring, who art about to bind 
The Fair One's Finger ; may the Fair be kind. 
Small it the Prefent, tho' the Love be great; 
May flie fwift flip thee on thy taper Seat. 
As (he, and T, may thou with her agree, 
Anct not too large, nor yet too little be. 
To touch her Hand, (hou wilt the Pleafure have ; 
I BOW mail envy, what my felf I gav«. 
O I would a Pvtius, or a C/rrf change 
Me to thy Form, that I like thee might range ! 
Then would I wiih thee with her Bieafts to play, 
And her left Hand bene^tth her Robes to ftray. 

Tho- 
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Tho^ flrait flie thought me, I will then appear* 

Loofe, and unfixM, and flip I know not where. 

Whene'er (he writes fome (ecret Lines of LovCf 

Left the dry Gem and Wax fliould (licking proves 

Me firft (he Moiftens : then fly Care I take. 

And but when Lines I like, Impreflion make. 

If in her Pocket fain (he would me hide, 

Clo(e will I prefs her Finger, and not Aide. ' 

Then cry, My Life, I ne'er (hall thee difgrace. 

And I am light, give me my proper Place. 

Still let me ftick> when in the Bath yoo are ; 

If I catch Damage, 'tis not worth yoar Care. 

Yea when the Ring thy naked Body fpies. 

It will transform, and I a Man a rife. 

Why do I rave ? thon little Trifle, go. 

And that I die for her, let the dear Creature know. 

ELEGY XVI. 

* 

He invites bis Mjjtre/s info the Country. 

I'M now stt— — where my Eyes can view - 
Their old Delights, but what I want in you : 
Here purling Streams cut thro' my pleafing Bowers* 
Adorn my Banks, and raife my drooping Flowers ; 
Here Trees with bending Fruit in order ftand^ 
Invite 4ny Eye, and tempt my greedy Hand ; 

O 4 Bat 
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fiat half the Pleafure of Enjoyment's gone ; 
•Since I mafV pluck them iingle, and alone : 
Why could not Nature's Kindnefs firft contrive 
That faithful Lovers ihould like Spirits live, 
Mixt in one Point, and yet divided lye 
£DJQ)'ing an united Liberty ? 
But fince we mad thro' diitant Regions go, 
\VTiy was not the fame Way defign'd f<>r two ? 
One fingle Care determined ftUI for both. 
And the kind Virgin join'd the loving. Yoi:ith ? 
Then (hould I think it pleafant Way to go 
O'er J/fine Froft, and trace the Hills of Snow ; 
Then ihould I dare to view the horrid Moors, 
And walk the Defarts of the Lybian Shores 2 
Hear Sylla bark» and fee ClHNjbdis rave,, 
Suck in, and vomit oat the threatening Wave : 
Pearlefs thro' all I'd fteer my feeble Barge, 
Secure, and fafe with the Celeftial Charge : 
But now though here my grateful Fields afford 
Choice Fruits to cheer their melancholy Lord; 
Though here obedient Streamt theGard'aer leads. 
In narrow Channels thro' my flow'ry Beds ; 
Tho' Poplars rife, and ipread a fhady Grove, 
Where I might lie, my little Life improve, 
And fpend my Minutes 'twixt 9 Mufe and Love ; 
Yet thefe contribute little to my Eafe, 
For without you they lofe the Power to pleafe : 
I feem to walk o'er Fields of naked Sand, 
Or tread an antick Maze in F wry-Land^ 

Where 


I 
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Where fiightfal Spe£(res„ and pale Shades appear, 

Aad hojlow Groans invade my troubled Ear: 

Where every Breeze, that thro' my Arbour flies, 

Firft fadly murmurs, ^nd then turns to Sighs. 

The Vines love Elms; what Elms from Vines remove f 

Then why ihould I be parted from my Love ! 

And yet by me you once devoutly fwore. 

By your own Eyes, thofe Stars that I adore. 

That all my Bus'^nefs you would make your own'y i 

And never fnffer me to be alone | 

But faithlefs Woman nat'rally deceives, ^ 

Their frequent Oaths are like ^e falling Leaves. 

Which when a Storm has from the Branches tore. 

Are toft by every Blafl, and feen no more ; 

Yet if you will be true, your Vows retrieve,^ 

Be kind, and I can eafily forgive ; 

Prepal-e your Coach, to me diredt yovtr Coirrfe, 

Drive fiercely.on, and lafh the lazy Horfe; 

And while you ride I will prolong the Day, 

And try the Power of Vtife to fmooih your Way : 

Sink down ye Mountains, fink ye lofty Hills, 

Ye Valleys be obedient to her Wheels, 

Ye Streams be dry, ye hindVing Woods remove, 

Ti5 Lovethat drives^ and all mail yield to lo^e^ 
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ELEGY XVII. 
He tells Corinna, be mil always he her Slave. 

IP Uiere'ft a Wretch, who thinks it is a Shame 
To ferve a Lovelj, and ^T Loving Dame ; 
If fach a Slave he loads with Infamy, 
Pm willing he fhould judge as hard of me. 
I'm willing all the World Aoold know my Shame, 
If Fiuus will abate- my ragi ng Flame : 
Let me a fair, and gentle Miftrefs have. 
And then proclaim alood that I'm her Slave. 
Beauty is apt to fwell a Maiden's Mind, 
And thus Ccrinua is to Pride inclined ; 
Bat as ihe is above all Maidens Fair, 
What's Pride in them, islnfolence in her : 
Lefs Fair I wifli (he was, or knew it lefs. 
How learnt ihe, flie is lovely by her Face ? 
Her Mirror tells her/o, ihe often tries 
Her Mirror, and believes her charming Byes. 
The Looks flie then pots on, are dill her beft^ 
And ihe ne'er ^ht it, but when (he's dreit. 
Tho' wide the Empire of your Beauties fpread» 
Beauty to draw my Am'rous Glances made. 
Compare your Servaxit'r Merit with your Eyes, - 
You'll find no Caufe his Service to defpife. • 

Dent 
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Don't think I preft nptm your Pride too bardt 
For little Tjitngs may be with, gre4t oiiopar'd : 
We're told Cafypfi, an immortal Pow'r» 
Detain'd a Mortal in th' Ogygian Bow'r* 
And when her Pray'r to ftay be would not grant. 
So ^rong her Love» fiie kept him by Conftraint* 
A Nireid took the Ptbtbian to her Armiy 
And Numa knew divine Egtrie^i Charms. 
Vukan tho* Lame, and of a Form obfcene, 
Waa oft made Happy hy the Fafbkm Qneea ; 

She matter'd not his limping, but approv'd 

His Flame, and {aw no Faults in him (he lov'd | 

My Verfes are unequal, like his Feet, 

Yet the long, kindly with the fhorter meet. 

As they with them, why ihould'ft thou not with me 

Comply, my Life, and my Divinity \ 

Myfclf, when I am in thy Arms, PIl own 

Thy Snbjea, and the Bed (hall be thy Throne; 

Thou there, my lovely Queen, (halt give me Laws^ 

Nor in my Abfence to rejoice have Canfe, 

Nor ever (hall my Services be blam'd^ . 

Nor (halt thou of thy Servant be a(ham'd. 

My Poetry's my Pu^fe, my Fortune's there, 

I have. no other way to win the Fair; 

Nor is that waythy^rft : the brighteft Dames» 

Wou'din my Verfe immortalize their Names: 

My Mufe the.Piace of an E/late fupplies. 

And hone that know her Worth, her Wealth deffuie. 

Some tempted by Corinm^% fpreading Fame,. ^ 

In Envy rob her, and ufurp her Name ; L 

What would they give, d'ye think, to be the lame ? J 

But 
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Bat neither cool Eurotat^ nor the Po 

With P<)plar flmded, in dne Channel flow ; 

By difP'rent, and by dtftant Banks thejt glide^ 

Are Rivert bothi but various is their Tide. 

There are more Beauties, bat there's none like thine^ 

There are more Verfe, but thou haft only mine ; 

No other Charms can e'er infpire my Muie^ 

And other Themes I with Difdain refafe. 

, ELEGY XVIIT. 

^0 Macer, blaming him for not writing of 

Love^ as be did. 

WHILE, Maar, yoM Acbilhs' Cholcr fing. 
And Grace before the Walls oi Ilium bring,. 
While Fpats of Arms in Phrygian Fields you tell. 
And how OH Tro/hy Gracian Vengeance fell ; 
I my foft Hours in ibfter Songs employ. 
And all my Lcifure give to Love, and Jx)y. 
When to high Adts vxy Voice I drive to raife. 
Love laiilghs at my Attempt, ai;d mocks my Lays : 
Begone, I often to my Millrefs cry, 
Bvt have not Courage, yet, myfelf tofly. 
Whene'er ihefees me in this fullen Fit^ 
She fondles me, and on my Knee will At: 
Enough of this, fay I, for Shame give o'er. 
Enough of Love, we'Uplay the Fool no more. 

Ah, 


i 
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Ab, is it then a Shsme to Love ? (he cries ; 
And chides, and melts me with her weeping Eyes» 
Around my Neck her fnowy Anns (he throws^ 
And to my Lips with ftifling Kifles gFoy/s-: 
How can I all this Tenderneft refbfe? 
At once 'my Wifdom, and my Will I lofe. 

» 

I'm conqoer*d» and renounce the glorious Strain 

Of Arms, and War, to fing of Love again : 

My Themes are Ads, which I my felf have done. 

And my Muie fingsno Battles, but my own.. 

Once I confefs, I did the Drama try^ *^ 

And ventnrM with Succefs on Tragedy f 

My Genitti with a moving Scene agrees. 

And if I ventured farther I might pleafe : 

But Love of my Heroicks makes a Jell, 

And laughs to fee me in my Bufkins drei{. 

Afhani'd, and weary of this tragick Whim,. 

For tender Thoughts I quitted the fublime. 

My Mind, my Mi^r^fs bends another Way,. 

Her mud my Mu/e, in all her Songs obey t 

Tho' oft I do not what I write approve. 

Like, or not like it, T mud fing of Love.. 

Whether for Ithaca* s illuftrious Dame, 

To great Ufyjij I a Letter frame. 

Or for Oeaatti tender Things indite. 

Or foft Complaints fbi injur'd Phyllis write*; 

Whether Pair Canacf*$ incefluous Care 

I (both, or flatter DsWi fierce Defpair; 

Whether I fan Medea*s raging Fire, 

Off for fwett Saj^a touch the Lejbian Lyre ; ^ 

Wlttthea 
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Whether I Fb^edrtCt lawkfs Love xelate» 

Or Th^tu^ Flight, and Jnaia^% Fate: 

l3h that SaiiMuSf my departed Priend» 

CouM from all Quarters now his Anfwers &nd ! 

Uij^s* Hand (hou'd to his Qaeeo be known. 

And wretched Fh^tdra hear from The/ms^ Son ; 

Dido j^neas* Anfwer fhould receive. 

And Pkyllfs DemophootCSf if alive, 

Ja/on ihoiild to HfpfipiU return 

A fad Reply, and Sapho ceafe to mourn ; 

Nor him whom ihe can ne'er pofleis de/ire, 

But give to Pbabus* Fane her votive Lyre. 

As much as you in lofty Epicks deal, 

Yoti, Mactr^ (hew that you Love's Paflion feel. 

And fenfible of Beauty's powerful Charms, 

You hear their Call amid the Noife of Arms. 

A Place for Paris in your Verfe we find. 

And Hilitt^i to the young Adult'rer kind ; 

There lovely Laodamia mourns her Lord, 

The ^T^ that fell by Heaorh fatal Sword : 

If well I know you, and your Mind can tell. 

The Theme's as grateful/ and you like as well 

To tune your Lyre for Cupid, as for Mir/, . 

And Tbracian Combats change for Paphian Wars ; 

If well I know you, and your Works defign 

Your Will, you often quit your Camp for mine* 


ELEGY 
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ELEGY XIX. 
By Mr. D r y d e n. 

IF for thy felf thou wilt not watch thy Whore, 
Watch her for me, that I may love her more. 
What comes with Eafe we nauieoufly receive. 
Who but a Sot, wou'd fcorn to love with leave P 
With Hopes and Fears my Flames are blown up higher; 
Make me Defpair, and then I can Defire. 
Give me a Jilt to teafe my jealous Mind ; 
Deceits are Virtues in the Female kind. 
Corinna my fantaftick Humour knew, 
Play'd Trick for Trick, and kept her felf ftill new : 
She, that, next Night I might the fliarper come. 
Fell out with me, and fent me Fading home ; 
Or fome Pretence to lye alone wou'd take ; 
Whene'er ihe pleas'd, her Head, and Teeth wQu'cf ake; 
Till having won me to the highefl Strain, 
She took Occafion to be fweet again. 
With what a Guft, ye Gods, we then embrac'd I 
How ev'ry Kifs was dearer than the laft ! 
Thou whom I now adore, be edify'd. 
Take care that I may often be deny'd. 
Forget the promised Hour, or feign fome Fright, 

Make me lye rough on Bulks each other Night. 

Thefe 
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Theic art the Arts that beft fecure thy Reign, 

And this the Food, that mall my Fires maintain'. 

Grofs ea(y Love does, likegrofs Diet, pall. 

In iqueafy Stomachs Honey tarns to Gall. 

Had Danai not been kept in Ikrazen Tow'rs,. 

J9V€ had not thought her worth his Golden Show'rs. 

When Juno to a Cow turn'd /o's Shape, 

The Watchman hdp'd her to a fecond Leap. 

Let him who loves an eafy Whetftone Whore, 

Pluck Leaves from Trees, and drink the Common Shore. 

The Jilting Harlot ftrikes the fureft Blow, 

A Truth which I by fad Experience know.r 

The kind poor conftant Creature we defpiA* ; 

Man but purfues the Quarry while it flies. 

Bvt thou dull Hufl>andof a Wife too fair, 
'Stand on thy Guard-, and watch the precious Ware ;; 
If creaking Doors, or barking Dogs thou hear,, 
Or Windows fcratchM, fufpefl a Rival there. 
An Orange- Wench wou'd tempt thy Wife abroad j 
Kick her, fbr (he's a Letter- bearing Bawd : 
In fhort, be Jealous as the Devil in Hell ; 
And fct my Wit on work to cheat thee welh 
The fneakibgCity Cuckold is my Foe, 
1 fcorn to ftrike, but when he wards the Bldw.. 
Look to thy hits, and leave off* thy conniving, 
V\\ be no Dridge to any Wittal living ; 
I have been patient, and' forborn thee long. 
In hope thou wou'dft riot pocket up thy Wrong: 
If no Affront cam-onase thee, underftand 
rii'take DO more Indulgence at thy Hand •- 

What, 
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What, ne'er to be forbid thy Houfe, and Wife ! 
Damn him who loves to lead fo ill a Life. 
Now { can neither Sigh, nor Whine, nor Prajr* 
All thoie Occafions thoa haft ta'en away. 
Why art thou fo incorrigibly Civil ? 
Do fomewhat I may wi(h thee at the Devil. 
For Shame be no Accomplice in my Treafon, 
A pimping Huiband is too mach in Reafon. 

Once more wear Horns, before I quite forf&ke her^ 
In Hopes whereof, I reft thy Cuckold- maker. 


XXX 
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BOOK III. 


E L E G Y I. 

The Poet deliberates with bimfelf^ whether be 
Jhould continue writing Elegies^ or attempt 
Tragedy. 

UNHURT by Steel, arofe an ancient Wood, 
A Maniion fit for fome retiring God ; 
, With craggy Stones a fecret Grot was httitg. 
And in the midft a facred Fountain fprang ; 
The courting Birds, repeating Son^ of Love, 
With foft Complainings fweetly fiU'd the Grove : 

Here 
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Here wand'ring Thoughtful, and intent to chufc 
Some Theme unfung, topleafe the bufy Mufe ; 
Fair Elegy came on with gentle Pace, 
Unfbrc'd her Air, and eafy was her Grace. 
Her flaxen Hair in carious Trefles wreath'd, 
Ambroiial Sweets and heav'nly Odours breath'd $ 
A iimple Drefs the carelefs Charmer bore. 
And loving Looks, and Smiles unartful wore : 
Next came the Goddefs of the Tragick Scene, ' 
With (lately Tread, and proud majeftick Mien ; 
Her Front fevere, with hanging Curls was drowD^d, 
Her length of Robe was full, and fwept the Ground ; 
Her Hand held out a Regal Sceptre graced. 
And LjJioH Buikins half her Legs embrac'd. 
She firft ; << Muft Love for ever tune thy Voice, 
** Fond idle Bard» and trifling in thy Choice ? 
** Thy wanton Songs employ the Drunkard's Tongue, 
*^ In ev^ry Street thy riball'd Lays are fung ; 
" The Finger marks thee in thy pafling by, 
** Behold, wheregoes the Slave of Love, they cry. 
** Thy lewd Exploits, thou Profligate, are grown 
« The publick Theme, and Talk of all the Town, 
" Whilft unconcern'd, and loft to Senfc ofShame, 
•* Thou ftill runn*ft on, nor mind'ft >hy ruin'd Fame. 

Enough thou'll told the Plaints of fondDefire, 

Now let a nobler In fpiration frre; 

Thy Matter cramps thy Genius, learn to And 

A manly Subject, and exert thy Mind. 




«« In Songs for Girls, fond Toys, and idie Play, 
'* Thy Mufe has wanton*d all her Hours away. 


" But 
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But Yooch at length has fill'd its Meafore op; 
My Friend, 'tis time to tafte of th' other Cup« 
Now in my Service let thy Force be (how»| 
AiTert my Honoar» and retrieve th v own i 
Thy fprightly Fancy, and inventive Wit, 
•< The lofty Style •fTragick Scenes will fit« 
She (aid ; and proadly riling in h(^ Gate, 
Thrice (hook her TrefTes, and difplay'd her State. 
With open Look, (nor was my Sight beguil'd) 
And joyoos Eyes her Rival fweetly {mil'd ; 
Sultain'd her Hand a Myrtle Branch upright? • 
Or did my Fancy form the charming Sight ? 
" Still fo fevere, O Tragedy ! fhc cry'd : 
<* And canft thoo ne'er forego thy fnllen Pride ?. 
<* I not compare m(y lowly Lays u> thisej 
<* Too weak Materials for the vaft Defign. 
<* The Style onlaboar'd, negligent the Drefs» 
** My Verfe h humbler, and my Matter lefs* 
'' Gay, wanton, foft, my Bufinefs is to move» 
** With melting Strains, the playful God of LoVe. 
** Bereft of me. Fair Fnuu wants her-Charms^ 
<< t help the Goddeft, and prepare her Arms. 
** My luring Arts, and ibothing Lays prevail^ 
** Where lofty Port, and Tragick Buikins faiL 
'' I more deferve, by making that my Care, 
** Thy rigid Pride allows not Thee to bear 1 
** By me, Qorintta firll was taught to try 
** To break from Prifon, and deceive the Spy ; 
<< I iirft indnc'd the fearful Fair to ilide 
<• With trembling Caution from her Huiband's Side; 

«• When 
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«* When to thy A fms, ail loofc, and d if- array *d, 
«« Prcpar'd for Pleafarc, flew the melting Maid. 
•* Fix'd on her Door, how oft I've hung on high^ 
'^ Expos'd, and patient of each gazing Eye! 
** How oh, in fecret, while the Keeper (lay'd, 
*' Within her Woman's j^nting Bofom lay'd! 
Once fent a Birth day Gift, the cruel Dame 
In pieces tore, and gave me to the Flame. 
«' I taught thee firll to cultivate thy Mind ; 
Thy Fancy brightenM, and thy Wit refinM; 
Thoa to my Care thofe Merits mud allow, 
" For which my Rival would feduce thee now. 
They fpoke, I anfwef'd. ** Let me Both conjure 
<< To /pare a Mind, with Terrors unfecure; 

Nor to my Charge, when once pronounc'd, be laid 
As Crimes, the Words my trembling Tongue has faidt 
*' To gain me Glory, thy Decrees ordain 
'* The Regal Sceptre, and the Tragick Strain ; 
** With psiUiM Labour need I toil for Fame, 
'* When eaficr Taiks already raife my Name ? 
** Thou mak'ft my Love immortal : The* I chufe ; 
** Be thoa my Queen, and ilill command my Mufe, 
** Majeftick Pow'r, forgive my iimple Choice,^ 
** Thy gentle Rival has obtain'd my Voice. 
** Short is the Time, in which her Palm is won ; 
•* Ere thine is gain'd, the Poet's Life i§ done. 
I lowly faid; She gracious gave Aflent, 
And different Ways the parting Rivals went; 
Ye gentle LdVes, compleat the Work affign'd, 
A greater Labour feems to prefs idind. 

ELEGY 
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ELEGY II. 

To his Miftrefs at the Horfe-race. 
By Henry Cromwell, £/j; 

NOT in the Circus do I (it to view " 
The running Horfes, but to gaze on you ; 
Near you I chufe an advantageous Place, 
And whilft your Eyes are fix'd upon the Race, 
Mine are on you — Thus do we feaft our Sigl)t, 
Each alike pieas'd with Objeds of Delight ; ~ 
In fofter Whifpers I my Pailion move. 
You of the Rider talk, but I of Love. 
When, to pleafe you, I freight my Subjed quit. 
And change my Wilhes to your Favourite ; 
Oh might I ride, and be fo much your Care, 
rd flart with Courage from the Barrier, 
And with a fwift fliort Coropafs brufli the Goal — 
Unlefs the Sight of you my Courfe retrains, 

« 

And makes my Hands forego the loofen'd Reins ; 
As Pelops gaz'd on Hippodamia*% F^ce, 
'Till he had almofb loft th' important Race; 
Yet he his Miftrefs by her Favour won ; 
So may our Prize afiift us when we run. 

What mean thcfe Staru ? you muft not, can*t remove, 
This kind aufpicious Place was fram'd for Love. 

I 
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I fear you're crowded, — Gentlemen, f irbear. 
Pray let your Arms and Knees the Lady fpare ; , 
Madam, your Gown hangs down — - nay« pray let me— 
Oh Heav'ns ! wHat fine» what carious Legs I fee i 
Sure, who Diana\n a Foreft drewj 
Copy'd in this the graceful! 'ft Part from you ; 
Such Jtalant difeovering as flie ran* 
What rapt'roQs Wifhes kiz*d Minalion, 
1 1)arn*d, and rag'd before ~- what then are thefe. 
But Flames on t^iames, and Waters to the Seas? 
By thefe a Thoufand other Charms are gueft. 
Which are'fo advantageoufly fupprefs'd. 
Oh for fome Air ! this fcorching Heat remove. 
Your Fan would do't — but *tis the Heat of Love* 
But now the Pomp appears, the Sacred Throng 
Command Applaufes from the Heart and Tongue; 
Firft Vid'ry with expanded Wings does move. 
Be near, (O Goddefs!) to aflift my Lov^; 
To Man let ^Varrio^s Acclamations raife. 
The Merchants Tongues refound with Neptune*^ Praife ; 
Whilfl I, whom neither Seas nor Arms invite. 
In Love alone, the Fruit of Peace, delight; 
To their JpolJo let the Prophets pray, 
And Hunters to Diana Homage pay. 
Let the Mechanicks to Miner-va vow, 
Rufticks to CenSf and to Bacchus bow ; 
Whilft I devote my felf to thee alone. 
Kind FeniiSy and the powVful God thy Son; 
O be propitious to my Enterprize, 
Inform with all thy Softnefi thefe fair Eyes, 

And 
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And to Love's Caafe her gentle Bread incline ; 
She grants, and has coi^firm'd it with a Sign ; 
Do you aflure it too» you who*re to me 
(Widi Venus* leave) the mightier Deity. 
By all thefe Heavenly WitneHTes, to you 
Will I be ever faithful, ever true. 

Now in the open Cirque the Game's begun. 
The Praetor gives the Signal, now they run ; 
I fee which way your Wiihes are inclined. 
To him a certain Conqueft is defign'd ; 
For ev'n the Horfes feem to know your Mind. 
He takes too large a Compafs to come in. 
And lets his Advarfary get between ; 
Recal him, Romant^ for a fecond Heat, 

And clear the Conrfe — 

Now fee your Ground you better do maintain. 
This Lady's Favour, and your Fame, regain ; 
The Prize is his — • As yours fuccefsful prove. 
So let my Wiihet, which are all for Loye ; 
Tm yet to conquer, and your Heart's the Prize : 
Something (he promisM with her fparkling Eyes, 
And fmil'd ; — Enough, did I tranfported cry, 
Thfi fell V\\ leaveHo Opportunity. 


M 
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ELEGY III. 

Of his Perjured Mijlrefs. 
By the fame Hand. 

CA N there be Gods ?— has fhe not falfly fworc ? 
Yet is the Beauty that fhe was before ! 
The carious TrefTes of her dangling Hair, 
As long, and graceful IHII as e'er they were ; 
That fame inimitable White, and Red» 
Which o'er hv Pace was fo diAinftly fpread» 
The Rofes, and the Lillies keep their Placci 
And cv'ry Feature flill as juftly grace ; 
Hpr fparkling Eyes their Luftre ftill retain, ^ 

That Form, that perfcd Shape does flill remain, L 
As if fhe ne'er had finn'd : — And Heav'n ('tis pUin) J 
SufF'ring the fairer Sex to break their Vows, 
To the Superior Pow'r of Beauty bows. 
T' inforce my Credit to her Perjuries, 
Oft wou'd (he fwear by thofe perfuafive Eyes ; 
As if that Charm had been too weak to move, 
Sh* as added mine ;— ^ — tell me, ye Pow'rs above, 
WB|yill thi^Pain? why arc th^fe gujJdefs Eyei, 
For her Offencg jh' atoning Sacrifice ? 
yf§&\ not enough* Andromeda has dy'd. 
An Expiation fbr her Mother's Pride ? 
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Is't not enoaghy that nnconcern'd yoa fee 

(Vaid Witneffcs for Truth, for Faith, for me,) 

Snch an Affront put on Divinity ? 

Yet no Revenge the daring Crime purfue, 

But the Deceived muft be her Vi^im too. 

Either the Gods are empty Notions, crept 

Into the Minds of Dreamers, as they flept. 

In vain are fear'd, are but the Tricks of Law, 

To keep the foolifh cred'lous World in awe ; 

Or, if there be a God, he loves the Fair* 

And all things at their fole Difpofal are. 

For us are all the Inflruments of War 

Defign'd, the Sword of Mars ^ and Pallas* Spear, 

'Gainft as alone JfoUo^s Bows are bent. 

And at our Heads yo*ug*s brandifli'd Thunder fent ; 

Yet of the Ladies, oh 1 how fond are they ! 

Dare not thelnj'ries, they receive, repay. 

But thofe, who ought to fear 'em, they obey. 

yove to his Votaries is moft feverc. 

Temples nor Altars does his Light*ning fpare. 

Obliging Semelf in Flames expires. 

But thoie» who merit, can efcape the Fires ; 

Is this the Juftice of your Pow*rs Divine f 

Who then will offer Incenfe at a Shrine ? 

Why do we thus reproach the Deities ? 

Have they not Hearts?— —and furely they have Eyci, 

Nay, had I been a Gcd, I had believM 

The lovely Criminals, and been deceived; 

Had wav'd the Judgments to their PcrjVies due. 

And fwora my felf that all they fpoke was true. 

Since 
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Since then the Gods fuch ample Gifts beftow. 

As make yoa abfolute o'er Men below ; 

Pray let me find fome Mercy in your Reign ; 

Or fpare at leaft your Lover's Eyes from Pain. - 

E L E G Y IV. 

TV a Man that locJCd up his Wife. 

• • » 

By Sir CharlesSedlev. 

V£ X not thyfelf, and her, vain Man, (ince all 
By their own Vice, or Virtue, ftand, or fall. 
She's truly Chaile, and worthy of that Name, 
"W ho hates the [11, as well as fears the Shame : 
And that vile Woman whom Redraint keeps in. 
Though (he forbear the Adt, has done the Sin. 
Spies, Locks, and Bolts may keep her brutal Part, 
But thou'rt an odious Cuckold in her Heart. 
T|iey that have Freedom ufe it leafl, and ^o 
The Power of 111 does the Defign o'erthrow. 
Provoke not Vice by a too harfh Reftraint ; 
Sick Men long mod to drink, who know they may'nt. 
The fiery Courfer, whom no Art can (lay. 
Or rugged Force, does oft fair Means obey : 
And he that did the rudeft Armdifdain, 
Submits with Quiet to the loofer Rein. 
An hundred Eyes had Argos, yet the while 
One filly Maid did all thofe Eyes beguile. 

P 2 Danae^ 


3(i6 Ovf9>*i Amq^w^s. Book ill# 

Danoif though Qiut within ^.\^daJin Tow*r. 

Felt the Male viittteoftbe QoIci^aShow'r : 

But chafte FemUffp l(;ft tg h^ own. W;)lii 

And free QifpqfftU never tboi^ht of lU ; 

She to her abfent Lord preferv'd her Truth, 

For all th'AddreiCrt of the fmoother Yontii* 

What's rarely feen, our Fancy magnifies. 

Permitted Pleaf^re who does not de(pt^e^ 

Thy Care provokes beyond her Face, and more 

Men ftriv« to i^nake the Cuckold, tl|an th^ W^Ore. 

They're wpnd'rous Charms we think, and long to know. 

That in 4 Wifs tn^^^c ^.Hjiha^d'ib : 

Rage^ Swear, and Curie, no matter, (he alone 

Pleafes, who Sighs, and cries, f am undone. 

But could thy Spies fay we have kept her Chafle; 

Good Servants then, but an ill Wife thou hall. 

Who fears to be a Cuckold is a Clown, 

Not worthy to partake of thi^ lewd Town ; 

Where it is monflrous to be Fair, and Chafte, 

And not one Inch of either Sex lies wade. 

Would'ft thou be happy ? with her Ways comply. 

And in her Cafe lay Points of Honour by : 

The Friendfliip fhe begins wifely improve. 

And a fair Wife gets one a world of Love : 

So (hak thou welcome be to every Treat, 

Live high, not pay, and never run in Debt« 
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ELEGY V. 

By Mr. Cromwell. 

J'T^Was In the midft and filcntdead of Night, 

JL When heavy Sleep Ojppofs'd my weary Sight, 
This Vifion did n>y troubled Mind affright. 
To Sol expos* df there flood a riAng Ground, 
Which caft beneath a fpacioos Shade aroand ; 
A gloomy Grove of fpreadiDg Oaks below. 
And various Birds were perck'd on ev'ry Bough : 
Juil on the Margin of a verdant Mead, 
^i^here murm'ring Brooks rcfrednng Waters ^read : 
1*0 fliun the Heat, I fought this cool !Rece&| 
B.ut in this Stiade, I felt my Heat ao lefs « . 
Whenjbrowfting o er the flow'ry Grafs appearM 
A lovely Cow, the faireft of the Herd ; 
By fpotlfsfs White diftingaiflk'd from the veil ; 
Whiter than Milk from her own Udders ptrefsM, 
Whiter than falling, or the driven Snow, 
Before defcending Mifls can make it flowt 
She, with a lufty Bull, her happy Mate, 
Delighted, on the tender Herbage fate ; 
l^ere, as he cropt the Flowers, and chew^ the Go^ 
Flailing a fecond Time upon his Food, 
His Limbs with fudden heavinefs opprefs'd^ 
He bends hia Head, and finks to pleafing RelU' 

P ^ A 
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A noify Crow, cleaving the liqaid Air, 

Thrice with lewd Bill pick'd oiFthcHcifer^s Hair; 

The glofly White imbib'd a Spreading Blot, 

But on her Breall appear'd a livid Spot : 

The Cow rofe flowly from her Con fort's Side, 

But when afar the grazing Bull (he fyy^d^ 

Frisk'd to the Herd, with an impetooas hafle, 

And pleas'd, rn new luxuriant Soil, her Tafte. 

Oh learu'd Diviner I 

What may this Vifionary Dream portend ? 

If Dreams in any future Truth can end* 

The Prophet nicely weighs what I relate. 

And thus denounces in the Voice of Fate t 

That Heat you try*d to ihun i'th' fhady Gro^e, 
But (hannM in vain, was the fierce heat of Lore t 
The Cow denotes the Nymph, your only Care i 
For White's th* expreffive Image of the Fair | 
And yott'theBull, abandonM to Dtfpair : 
The picking Crow, fome bufy Bawd implies. 
Who whh bale Arts will foon feduce your Prize : 
You faw the Cow to frefhcr Failures range ; 
So will ydur Nymph for richer Lovferi change ; 
As mixing with the Herd, you faw her rove ; 
So will the Faiv purfue promifcuous Love : 
Soon will yod find a foul incefluous Blot, 
As on the Cow you view'd the livid Spot. 

At this my Blood retir'd, with difmal fright, ^ 

And left me pale as Death ; my fainting Sight > 

Was quite o'erc^ft in dufty Shades of Night. - J 
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E L E G Y VL 

To a River^ as be was going to his Miftrefs. 

By Mr. R y m e r. 

TH Y Coarfe» thy noble Coarfe a while forbear, 
I am in bafte now going to my Dear : 
Thy Banks how rich, thy Stream how worthy Praife ! 
Alas my hafte 1 fweet River, let me pafs,* 
No Bridges here» no Ferry, not an Oar, 
Or Rope to hall me to the farther Shoar ? 
I have remembf ed thee a little one. 
Who now with all this Flood com'^ blond'ring down. 
Did I refttfe my Sleep, my Wine, my Friend, 
To ipur along, and muft I here attend ? 
No Art to help me to my Journey's end! 
Ye Laf/dni/Powen» make me fo far a Witch, 
I may a-ftride get dver on a Switch. 
Oh for fome Griffin, or that flying Horfe, 
Or any Monfter to affift my Conrie : 
I wifli his Art that mounted to the Moon, 
In fliorter, Journey wouki my Job be done. 
Why rave I for what crack- brain'd Barda deviiCt 
Or name their lewd unconicionableLies? 
Good Kiver, let jne find thy Courtefy, 
Keep within bounds, and may'fl thou ne'er be dry. 

P 4 Thou 
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Thoa can'd not think it fach a mighty boafl, 

A Torrent hat a gentle Lov^r creft* 

Rivers fhould rather take the Lover's fide; 

Rivers them fel.vcs Lovers Wond'rt)as PowV have try*d; 

'Twas on this Score Inacbus^ pale, and wan. 

Sickly, and green into the Ocean ran : 

Long before Troy the Ten-years Siege did fear, 

ThoD, Xanthust thoa JVirimi's ChainB didd ^ear. 

Afk Achelous who his Horns did drub, 

Streight he complains of J?^;'r«ZRr*8 Club. 

For CalydoM, for all jEtoiiu 

Was then contcfted foch outrageons Fray ? ^ 

(It neither was for Gold, nor yet ibr Fee) 

Deianira^ it was all ibr thee. 

E'en Nile fo rich, that rowls through feir^-a wide DooH^ 

And uppifh over all Jkis Country ^wrs % 

For «i(&/s Dangrhttr did ^udi Flame dantraft. 

As not by all that ^ock of Waten ^ck*d| 

I might an hundred goodly Riven namey 

But muft not pa6 by thee, immortafl Tk4m$% 

Ere thou <co«i'% i^s to Iby fioAnn t^ge, 

Howrdidtl thou wind, and wander4^r1ierilake? 

The lufty ■ - > < ■ " * with broad fimm&ir ftrofe> 

Was it for Fame ? I iky, it whs for Love. 

What makes tj» noble Oit/e a j> ft^om «he Mala 

With hideous roar caone brtdiitig back again ; . 

He thii»kls tds deareKl Dfr^uunt left belli«d. 

Or fears her fille, $n <ew Embraces joiii^d. 

Thee alfo fome frnaU Hkl has waitn'd^ we<g««ft, 

Tho' Woods afid Fa«e(b tew hide thy iii^ Plaoew * 

Whilft 
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Whilft this I fpeak, It fwells, and broader grows; 

Aild o^er the higheft fianks impetuous flows* 

Dog-flood, what art to me ? Or why doll check 

Our mutual ]op? And (ChuHe) my Journey Breaks 

What wou'dil, if thee indeed fome noble Race, 

Or high Defcefit, and glor-ioiA N4me did g>a€e i 

When of no ancient Houfe, or certain Seat 

(Nor, known before this Tkne, tmtimel^y great)) 

Rais'd by fome fudden- Thaw thus high, and proud^. 

No hblding thee^ iW-manner*d upftari Fteodi, 

Not ttiy 'Lbt^e-T aies can make thee Hay t^y Cdftrfe,. 

Thou — Zounds,. -^ thoa art a — Rivef fot a ffbrfe.. 

Thou hadii n<» FAuneain,. btit from Bears wert pW,. 

From Snows, *hd Thaws,, or ScouHf unfav'^y Mift. 

Thott'crawl'ftftlong, in Winter, fcul, and poo/>^ 

hi Summer puddl'd like a Common-Shore. 

In all thy DStyfe-wlien didft a Courtcfy.^ 

Dry Traveller ne'Cr layM a Lip t6 thee. 

Thee tbane to Cattle, to the Meadow^ woJ"if5^;- 

Fiff fomethingi all, l^ for my Sni&rings, CQrfe« 

Ttt fuch .unwoirthj^ Wretch,, how am I ^im*d,. 

That I the geti'fous am'txms River namMf 

When iV;X^ «A<I j*^/y«r r difplay'di 

And TkdTTiti ii*A d«<^, #fcat^Worm was in txif Wi^ 

For thy Rew*r#,'4JreoMrweos River, I 

Wiflif be the SumaEiers 'hb^>. ithe YTimdrs dry.' * * 

t' •• • 

5l- * ' 
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ELEGY VII. 

Ovid laments bis imperfeU Enjoyment. 
By an unknown Hand. 

9 

WAS (he not Heavenly Fair, and rich attirM f 
Wat ihe not that, which all my Sonl defir'd ? 
Yet lyere thefe Arms aroand her idly fpread. 
And with an ufelefALoad I prefs'd the Bed. 
Ev'n to my Wiihes was the Pow'r deoy'd» 
When with my Wiibes the kind Nymph complyM* 
I lay without Life's animated Spring, 
A dull, enervate, worthlefs, Inmpifli Thing. 
My Neck (he folded with a ibft Embrace, 
Now kifs'd my Eyes, now wantoned o'er my Face, 
Now lov'd to dart her humid Tongue to mine. 
Now would' her pliant Limbs around me twine. 
And iboth, by thoufand ways, the fweet Defign* 
The moving Blandilbmencs x>f Sound, (he try'd. 
And my dear Life, my.Sc|ttl,winy All, flie. cry'd. 
In vain, sQas 1 the Nerves wccc.flad(en'4 f^}^9 
And I prov'd only potent 19 my. Wil). . 
A poor, unadtive Sign of Man I made. 
And might as well for Ufe have been a Shade* - 
If old I live, how fiial) I old))revail. 
When in my Youth I thus inglorions fail? 
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The Bloom of Years becomes my fiiameful moaot n 
Now in foil Growth the ripen'd Man is (hown» > 

Bat not the Strength of Man to her was known. J 
Untouch'd by Brothers, Sifters thus retire. 
Or Veftalarife to watch th'etcrnal Fire* 
Yet many a Nymph, whom 1 forbear to name, ^ 

Have kindly yielded and indulged my FJame, i 

Nor could the Vigour of their Ovid blame, J 

Corinnu knows, when numb'ring the Delight, 
Not lefs than nine full Tranfports crown'd the Night.' 
Is Verfe, or Herbs the Source of prefect Harms ? 
Am I a Captive to Theffalian Charms? 
Has fome Enchantrefs this Confufion brought, 
And in foft Wax my tortur'd Image wrought ? 
Deep in the Liver is the Needle fix*d ? 
Plagues ihe by Numbers, or by Juices mix'd ? 
By Numbers, fudden the ripcft Harvefts die, 
And fruitful Urns no more their Streams fupply : 
Oaks Qied, unfliook, their Acorns at the Call, 
And the Vine wonders why her clufters falL 
Why may not Magick aA on me the fame, 
Unftring the Nerves, and quite untune the Frame? 
Gall'd at the Heart, and longing to perform, 
I rais'd indeed, but rais'd an empty Storm. 
Mod difappointed, when the mod propenfe. 
And Shame was fecond Caufe of Impotence. 
What Limbs I touch'd ! and only toudiM : Oh fie, -^ 
Where was the blifsfol Touch \ her Shift can vie S 
In Feats, like thefe, and touch, as well aa I. 3 

Yet 
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Yet to ioaoh ^b» ev^n N^Jhr «itght grow yooag. 

And Ce9fitirici» like Twvscy otie> beiiratig. 

Such was the Mttid; thepArdlel had ran 

Gracefttl, if I c^iild add^ fucb was the Man. 

Some envious Deity ivtth Vengeance glow'd, 

Sd fweet a Gilt had been fb tU bcftow'd. 

I burn'd to dafp her naked in my Arms 

Did (he not freely open M her Charms ? 

What bootagood Fortune, if we want the PowV 

To Cnaiich the Pleaforesof the favoaHd Hoari^ 

J» like a Mifer, only could behold,. ^ 

And brooded o*er an ufelefs Mine of Gold. 

So Tantalus wkh Fr^it untouch'd^ is curs'd* 

And dies, aoiid the gliding Streaaa^ of Thirft*. 

So rifes early from th*antaded Fair^ 

The grave '<4d Prelate, and kneels down to Pray'r» 

Were yet her melung KiiTe^ mi(eiaploy*d I 

Did Qx^ ftrive vainly to be well enjoy'd? 

Sure ihe has Beauties aaight deaf Rocks enchaBt»: 

Bend the proud Oak, and tokta Adamant. 

She would lia.ve mov'd a Man, tho' almoft dead^ 

But w^ my Manhood, the whole Life was fled. 

If none (hotdd lead an Ear, why i< the Songf 

Or painted Nymphs Ihown to abJiaded Throng I 

Ye Gods \ what Joy« did not n>y Fancy ratfe I 

I CJKirPd in FoIda«f Love a thoufaiad ways. 

Strong -werf my Thoaghifi) bat |ik 1 my Body lay 

Languid as Hofes plaok'd off Yefterday. 

Now all the Bipod 4i€ ciKJing Spirits fite^ 

And the loft Field impertinent require ; 

^ Begone,^ 
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Begone, ufftimefy Nerres I I trail no sidre : 

Such was^ tite Promife of ycfvr Strength before^ 

Could y4ytt the Fair One balk of lier Delight 

DifgMite yo«r Niafter by fo baKe a Fii^t, 

And want the Courage fer To iWeet a flight ? 

Did (he not kindly too y^tsr Stay iltma^d, 

And tempt it ibftly with a iboihing Hand I 

But when Solickings no Life couH gain. 

And Infpirationsy tho* from bef, were vafn*,. 

Who bad tbee d&os tby felf to me to bring ^ 

Go for a filly» unpepferBiing Thing i 

Art thou a Wretch by f^me cui^M SpeH icftroy*^ 

Or here com*ft fribbling with pail FkaAired cloy'd 1^ 

She fpoke, and fringing Iroa tlve led (he flew,. 

And fecret Beauties ib dkfi^os^d Co view r 

Yet to conceal the |pyler» Ni|;ht's ^ifgf atse^. 

She call'd for Waier with a fifiiling Po^e^ 

And wafh'd a nam^left, un^UoiedFlacei. 


ELECT YIIL 

He tomplains thut Ms Mf/irefs did w&t gw§ 
him a favourable RecefHofu 

WHat Co«€«^mb v^ ra itiviire TiiMs ^itAn fit 
To build , m Uoimb, lifti iF^maift bn ^ "WWf 
Wealth 'HOW is >X^onby w4)ra€e¥er 'twas ef014^. 

And Merit valu'd fay jU( W^eigbtki Oohk 

Witl^ 
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With Male and Female this is now the Rale, 

And he t)iac's Poor, of couHe m aft be a Fool. 

The Dame to read my Am*rons Verfe delights. 

My Writings likes, bat (corns the Man that writCi » 

They freely on her Privacy prefame. 

And find Admittance, where I muft not come : 

Me, when Ike does her haonted Hoafe exclude. 

To them ihe's civil, as to me flie*s rude. 

Me (he expo(es to a thoufand Harms, 

To walk the Streets, while they are in her Arms. 

For whom does She my Paffion difregard ? 

And who has intercepted my Reward ? 

Why is the Bean with fo mnch Joy embraced ? 

His Pocket's fall, it feem^, his Coat is lac'd : 

He won her with his Military Air, 

Which cheats, at often as it charms the Fair. 

Coa'd (he her longing Eyes forbear to fix 

On his fine Feather* and his Coach and Six? 

Enrich'd by Plunder, he coaM never mifs 

The Favour, who wou'd bay the venal Blifs* 

Nib Matter how he got hb Wealth, by War, 

And Blood : She cares not, if (he has her Share. 

The Upftart forward was, 'tis faid, in Fight, 

And in the Field of Battle made a Knight : 

But had his Honour come without his Gold. 

His, fare, had been like my Reception, cold. 

To Men of Merit, how coold (he be Coy, 

Ye%to a Mord'rer proftitote the Joy? 

That Head which lolh upon yoor. panting Breaftt 

Was lately cqycr'd with a Plumy Ci^ft. 

Cam 
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Can you the Bully to your Bed admit ? 

Are his hard Limbs for Ladies Dalliance fit ? 

I^s Hands in your Embrace youUl find embra'd^ 

With clotted, and perhaps with guiltlefs Blood ; 

How aukward mud it be for you to feel. 

Near your^s his Thigh, that late was cas'd with Steel f 

That Ring, the Token of his Pride, and State, 

Was with a heavy Gauntlet hid of late : 

Canil thou have Commerce with a Thing fo foul ? 

Where now the boafted Nicenefs of thy Soul ? 

What ^leafure canft thou in his Roughnefs find ? 

Thou, that wer't once the fofteft of thy Kind ? 

Behold what Marks of brutal Rage he bears. 

And how he's mangled with diihoneft Scars. 

Yet to thofe Scars, diihoneft as they are. 

His Wealth he ower, his Fortunes with the Fair* 

No doubt, he makes a Merit of his Guilt, 

And brags what Blood he has in Battle fpilt. 

Fin^ Courtihip this, to win a gentle Dame ; 

Thou fliar'ft his Money, and mull (hare lus Shame* 

Me, not the meanefl of ApolU^s^ Train, 

She hates, and I repeat my Verfe in vain ; 

I fing before her Gate ; her Gate I find 

Is lefs obdurate, than her harden'd Mind. 

Forbear your Songs, ^o/Z^'s Sons, forbear, . 

And bend your future Thoughts to Arms and War* 

Inftead of Infpirations, get Commands ; • 

To Murder, and, to Rapine ufe your Hands, 

And you with Eafe reduce the Female Bandfl«, 

Had Homer in the Grecian Army fervid, . - 

We ne'er had heard that he had beg|;'d^ or fiarv^d. . 
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Of Gold the Thinrd*rCf ftCiVM the mighty P'ow'r, 

Dcfccnding folHy thro' the ftraaeti Tow% 

And cUii))ing banai'tn a Gdlden Shower* 

A Thoiifand ftard the Virgin Fair did h6ld» 

But what are IfOh &^rs» tl> BHbes 6£Gx)1d ? 

AgaitiH this Pee, her leather could not guards 

Watchmen, and Wbmen keep a fruitlefs Ward* 

The Damfel who her felf before wa6 Coy, 

Melts Ut the Sight, aAd meets the darling Joy., 

When peitceful Saturn dfd Heaves Sceptre fway,. 

Deep h) Sarlh^s Womb the f^tal Metal lay ; 

None then thifir teeming Mother*^ Bowels tore» 

In queft of hidden Wealthy lii trarions Ore; 

fed with the Fruits, which bounteous Mature yielda^. 

In painted Gai^efls, and in Golden Fields, 

From hvf yich Spil are rijap'd fpontaneons Crops^ 

And from the FofC'ft Oakf^Veet Hbhey drops. 

No Hinds as yec did ttii! theii' Tiilie away. 

Nor with keen Caltors w^und the Pzrent C^Uy ;; 

As yieft no Landmark wxs hy Lab^ivrs fee. 

And none hadleattiM tt> plow the Sea as yet : 

None as yet JnittO^theUfe of Satis, and Oars^ 

Nor ventur*d Voyaged be}'Oiid fteir Shores. 

The Wit of Men, ihe Race of Mfeh dcHroys,. 

And all its ftmh^A )igatnft it feff employs. 

How ftibtle^ fiEmtran Natt^i^ to eontrive 

Itl proper Ruin,' ^d !i letf deceive 1 

Wtiy didfl choQ 0)t}e^ witli liigh W4lts rurtotlnd^ 

Hhiy Awifi faiwnt thy jarriAg^ns to wound > 

What Quarrel haft ttrotiwMi the !Sea, and why 

jpidAthl:hlit^fttk&-ptLttd^ 


Cannot the Land content thy l^ftlefs Pri^J 

Didd tboa with Saiurh*h Soils the whole divide^ 

Thoa wpoldft not whh three Worlds be AuitfpM. 

'Tis i^rangfe thy vaft Ariibitioa did not fly 

O'er Earth, iind Sea^ and Air, and feale tile Sky^ 

That Man did not afpire to be a God, 

And tread the Paths by Indian Bacchus trod. 

To ^tr^ his Name to fome diAing«iftiVl Star> 

And be what Hercules and C^/ar are. 

Inftead of yellOw HarvdHs, now We ifeek 

For folid Gold, and thro' Earth's Entrails break ; 

The Wealth we thus acqaire's the Soldier's Prey, 

And dearly for the Blood he ipilk we pay. 

The Courts deny Admittance to the Poor, 

In vnVk i\t «iywdy KXlemi tt^wi tkt Db^l* % 

Thd jii4gei to iU irfd»4l«eiiee tlie Caaft, 

And Monty only gtvrs cbeir Poioe x^ I«aw». 

^t^i Momey «ialces the Jo^with Looks ft9«r# 

Infalt the Poor, afad gm the RMfa hh Bar $ 

'Tis Money bays the Thle^ mikes dM Knight, 

And dignifies with Qoafity the Qix i 

Let Money do all this, wvd more; tlieBar 

Let Money govern, and direSI the W-air :; 

Let Peace, as Money iefci the Terns 'be mUeit 

But let ic not the Rights of Love i«vadf» 

Let us enjoy this Privilege at Idaft, 

That if we mufl be poor, we oiay with Lore be U^^ 

For ttow-a-^lays there's not a Dame in Towm 

So Coy, tuit if youVe Money, ihe^i yoar ^wa^ 

What cho* her Keeper May «mi dpgms bo, 

Stiad him with Money, and he'll nothing fee : 

What 
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What tho^ her Hufband fliould by Chanee be by. 
He'll leave the Hoofe, let you yoar Money fly. 
If there's a God above, to whom belongs 
The Caofe of Love, and flighted Lovers Wrongs, 
Revenge the falfe One's mercenary Scorn, 
And let ill>gotten Pelf to Dirt return. 

ELEGY IX. 

Upon the Death of Tibvllvs. 
By Mr, Stepney. 

IP JMSraiMM*! Ptte» bewtiPd with conflant DeWf 
Does, with the Dfty, his Mother's Orief renew i 
If her 8on*s Death movM tender TAt/M* Mind 
To fwell with Tears the Waves, with Sighs the Wind i 
If mighty Gods can Mortals Sorrow know. 
And be jhe hambie Partners of our Woe; 
Now loofe your TreiTes, penfive Elegyt 
(Too well your Office and your Name agree.) 
Tiiuliits, once the Joy and Pride of Fame, 
laes now rich Fuel on the trembling Flame. 
Sad CufU now defpairs of conqn'ring Hearts, 
Throws by bis empty Quiver, breaks his Darts : 
Ss&s his ttfelefs Bow from idle Strings ; 
Nor flies, but humbly creeps with flagging Wings* 
He wa^ts, of which herobb'd fond Lovers, Reft; 
And wounds with furtoua Hands his penfive Breafi. 

Thofe 
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Thofe gracefal Curls which wantonly did flow. 
The whiter Rivals of the falling Snow, 
forget their Beauty, and in Difcord lie, 
Drunk with the Fountain from his melting Eye* 
Not more J^tas^ Lofs the Boy did move ; 
Like Paffions for them both, prove equal Love* 
Tihullus* Death grieves the fair Goddefs more, 
More fwells her £yes, than when the favage Boar 
Her beautifttl, her lov'd Jdms tore. 
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Poets large Souls, Heav'n*s nobleft Stamps, do bear | 
(Poecsy the watchful Angels darling Care) 
Yet Death (blind Archer) that no DiiTrence knows» 
Without Refpeft, his roving Arrows throws. 
Nor Pbahutf nor the Mufes Qgeent could give 
Their Son, their own Prerogative, to live. 
Orpbiuh the Heir of both his Parents Skill, 
Tam'd wond'ring Beafts, not Death's more cruel Will* 
Linus* fad Strings on the dumb Lute do lie, 
In Silence forc'd to Jet th^ir Mailer die. 
Hcmsr (the' Spring, to whom we Poets owe 
Oar little All, does in fweet Numbers flow) 
Remains immortal only in his Fame, 
His Works alone furvive the envious Flame. 

In vain to Gods (if Gods there are) we prayy 
And needlefs Victims prodigally pay, 
Worfljip their fleeping Deities : Yet Death 
Scorns Votaries, and flops the praying Breath. 
To hallow'd Shrines intrtrding Fate will come, 
And drag you from the Altar to the Tomb. 

Go» 


\ 
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Go, fr»Blfek Po<t, wick Delufioils fdd. 
Think Laurels. g«ard yeor cofiActftted Hea4^ 
Now the fweet MaAer of your Art it 4ej|jd. ^ 
What ^B we hope ? ]fifn«« that « sarft)!? Sflali 
Can meafore the AtfuniMM Df thee, ^foat Man* 
The bold, rili F4ai»c «hat 4i»rft approach £o nigh^ 
And fee TUmtimu tihd ^ot tretfipbliiif die^ 
Aarft feite on TeiMplei, and ttieirGods defy» 
I^air /V/vtfi (fair ev'« in f«dl So^ronwa) ftahidff^ 
Clofing her heavy Eyes with trembling Hands^ 
iUioo, io ««hh offictoofly the vAd^ 
To quench (he Flame ^kh Rirtrs fiom he^ fiyc»w 

His Mother weeping doth his Rye-lids doft. 
And on.4us Ura Tears, her hJSt Gift* Wftow*. 
His Sifter too» i^kh Hair di(he««rd, bears 
Part of her Mother*« Naure^ andiher Tf*N« 

Witli thofe, two t^Air, two mournfd kivalf come» 
And add a greater Triumph to his Tomb % 
Both hug his Urn, both his lov'd Aflies kifi, 
And both contend which reap'd the greater Blifs, 
Thus Delia fpoke (when Sighs no more could lail) 
Renewing by Remembrance Ple^fures pail ; 
<< When Youth with Vigour did for Joy combine^ 
** I was Tibullus^ Life, TiiuUtts mine : 
<< I entertainM his hot, his firft Defire, 
<* And kept alive, tiU Age, his a^ivef i^v. * 
To her then Ntmifis when (Groaus gave kave^ 
<* As I alone was lov'd, aloftcI*U grieve ; 

<< Spart 
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«< Spare yi^r v«iftTevwv,31tJ»riM Hf«rlwa^ «H)e^ 

«< Aboi^K fliy U^ck ^U:dyiAg Afmi.^ii twiner 

«< I fnatdi'4 U» Semi* wbtf]|.ifl0«.t9.i09 didlpfaKfi 

If any poor Reoq^jQ? fiirvivc -tl^ FJaroes, 
Except thio Sbadoyvs* 9Qd inore-^inpty Nam^^ S 
Free in Efy/um fhajl 7V^tr//«# jove. 
Nor fear a fcfioud DetUib Aould^rQ^ his Love. 
There Q^l C^uIImu cwwji'd with B^y^, im^^ 
To his f^ d^MCiX Friend, his. open Heart*. 
TJiere G^ki (if F*me'* Hundred Tongn«» ^11 Ik) 
Skall, free ffooji Cenfure» up mp/e ra(hl]f die.. 
Sach fliaii our F9et'e blef^'d Companions be» 
And in.tiheir De^bst as la their Lives agr^e. 
Bat thoa» rich V^ik^ Qh<:>; x»y ftnd Coniinands, 
Guard thy ^reat Charge from Sa^rilegiQus Hand?. 
Thou, Earthy Tihilus" Aflxeji gently uTe, 
And be. as foft aod eaf^ a3 hi^ M»fe« 

XXXX><X>Q<XX><X><><><XXX>C>0<X 

/ p t E c? y X. 

NO W Ceres! peaft is coipe, the Trees 9re.bIowQ^ 
And jny,Cor49na now muft lie alone. 
And why, good CereSf muft thy Feaft dedroy 
Man's chief Delight^ and why diftuib bis Joy ! 
The World eftecm.s yov bpuntiful, ^nd good, > 

You led tts from the Field, and from the Wood, r 
AntfjgAve as fruitful Corn> and wholefome Food. ^ 

'Till 


} 


334 OvidV Amours. Book IIL 

*TiU then poor wretched Mao on Acorns fed ; 

Oaks gave him Meat, and flow'ry Fields a Bed. 

Firft drts made our Wheat and Barley grow. 

And taaght ns how to Plow, and how to Mow : 

Who then can think that ihe defigns to pro^e 

Our Piety, by coldnefs in onr Love ? 

Or make poor Lovers figh, lament, and groan. 

Or charge her Votaries to lie alone ? 

For Ceres\ tho' flie loves the fruitful Fields, 

Yet fometimes feels the force of Love, and yields : 

This Cr^rz can witnefs, {Crett not always lies,) 

Criti'XkzX nursM Jovit and heard his Infant Cries* 

There he was fuckled that now rules the Skies. 

That Joifi his Education there received 

Will raiie her Fame, and make her be believ'd : 

Nay (he her (elf will never drive to hide 

Her Love, 'tis too well known to be deny'd ; 

She faw young Jafius in the Cretan Grove 

Purfue the Deer; (he faw, and fell in Love. 

She then perceived when £rft (he felt the Fire, 

On this Side Modefty, on that De(]re ; 

Deiire prevail'd, and then the Field ^rew dry. 

The Farmer loft his Crop, and knew not why ; 

When he had toild, manur'd his Grounds, and plow'd, 

HarrowM his Fields, and broke his Clods and fow'd. 

No Corn appear'd, none to reward his Pain, 

His Labour and his Wi(hes were in vain. 

For Ceres wand'red in the W4)ods and Groves, 

And often heard and often told her Loves: 

Then 
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Then Crete alone a fruitfal Summer kne^v, 
Where-e*er the Goddefs came, a Harvefl grew. 
Ida was gray with Corn, the farious Boar 
Grdw Fat with Wheat, and wonder'd at the Store : 
The Cretans wifli'd, that fach all Years would prove. 
They wiflfd that Certs would be long in Love. 
Well then, fince then 'twas hard for you to lie 
All Night alone, why at your Feaft muft I? 
Why muft I mourn, when you rejoice to know] 
Your Daughter fafe, and Queen of all below ? 
'Tis Holy-day, and calls for Wine and Loves ; 
Come let's the height of Mirth and Humour prove, 
Thefe Gifts will pleafe oar Mailer Pow'rs above. 


I 

rove, > 
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E L E G Y XL 

^0 bis Miftrefsj that be cannot belp Loving ber. 

SO much Pve fuffePd, and fo long, no more 
ril bear the Wrongs, which I have born before* 
Begone, vile Cupids I'll no more endure 
Thy flavifl) Labours, and Fatigues impure ; 
From hence. Til put an End to all the Pains 
Thou'lt coft me, and from hence fhake off thy Chains. 
I hate the Liv'ry, I with Pleafure wore. 
And blttfh at Bonds, which once with Pride I bore: 
Bat this, metfainks, fliould have been done before. 

T« 


:\ 
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To leave my wUted Courff^ I kegvn» 
As Years deprive mc of the Cuft of Sip* 
On Cttfid*B Neck I (hovM have trod when yoangp 
And vaQ<}«iib'd hioi^ when qiy D|efir«$ were (Ironj, 
In that there had been Virtae; nQw there's" none. 
The World will fry fo; let the World fay oo. 
Much Oppofitioo I (tall meet ; perhaps 
The Lewd will laqgh, and threaten a Relapf(; : 
To bear Reproivches I muft be prepar'd> 
Eafy's th« End* when the Beginning's hardi 
Content^ let ine the p; efent Pain ^nd^re^ 
fVr the ibarp Med'oine is. the Pa^Irm's Cnre^ 
l|ow oft hav« you oxpos'd me to the C^ld* 
While in your Arms yoa did my Rival hold ? 
How like a Slave have I been forc'd to wait 
Ail Weathers, and how oft have watchM the Oate ^ 
As if your Hoafe was traded to my Carey 
And I, your Centinel, did Duty these. 
Oft have I feen your fated Lover come 
With Looks, as^if he long'dto be at. Home. 
But what moft grated on my jealous Mind, 
Wasxhat he there the wailing Fool fhoald find. 
That agg/cavated mpft the cruel Curie ; 
I would not wiih my.gneated Foe a worfo* 
How oft have I attended you Abroad, 
Or in the .City, Cirqn^ or qiv the RxM ^ 
They t9ok me for y^or HuQ)ap4 by my Care, 
Or that your Gttai:di^» or yoiAe Sl^ve^^ I wf re« 
r. by the People's Glances, ajnd ypor owp, 
9bferv'd j[Ou. wcire a()q[.9iuiitf 4 with the TQwriii 

That 
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That of your Love, if F poiTefsM a Part, 

*Twas plain, I (har'd with many more your Heart. 

What need I of your Perjuries bring Proof, 

Suppofe the common Talk was not enough ? 

What do your Ogles, and your Geftures mean» 

Your Carriage at th' AiTembly, and the Scene ? 

Thcre*s fcarcc a Fop you meet with in your Way, 

To whom you have not fomething foft to fay ; 

Some Token which you either under/land 

By myftick Words, or Motion of the Hand. 

They tell me yon are iick ; I run to fee. 

And find, as ill as you pretend to be. 

It is not for my Rival, but for me. 

I feldom told you of your Faults, but drove 

To cover all your Failings with my Love. 

Of this I might remind you, and much more. 

But what avails it now ? th' Affair is o'^r : 

A fond you found me, and a patient Man, 

And get you fuch another if you can. 

I fear not now your Frowns ; my Bark defies 

The Storm of Words, and Tempeft ofyour Eyes ; 

No coaxing now, your hardeft Phrafes afe. 

Your Looks, your Langunge all theirTerrors lofe. 

I ^m not fuch a Fool as I have been. 

To dread your Spirit, and to footh your Spleen. 

But ah, by diff'rent Paflions I'm opprefs'd. 

Fierce Love, and Hate contend within my Breaft ; 

My Soul they thus divide, but Love I fear 

Will prove too ftrong, and get the Maft'ry there ; 

CL rii 
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ril drive to hate her, but if tb^t ftoutd ptcme 

A fruiclefs Strife, in fptte of tne I'll Love. 

The Bull does not ^fft&, the Yoke, Wt ftiii 

He bears the Thing he hates agakift hi« Will ; 

I hate, I fly the faithlefs Fair in vain. 

Her Beauty ever brings me back again« 

She always in my Heart will have a Place, 

I hate her Hamoar, but I lore her Face. 

No red I to my tortured Soul can give. 

Nor with her, nor without her can I live* 

Oh that thy Mind we in thy Face 'did view, 

Lcfs lovely that thoo wert, or elfe more troe ; 

How different are thy Manners, and thy Sight ? 

Thy Deeds forbid as, and thy Eyes invite. 

Thy Ai'lions (hock us, and thy Beauty moves, 

i^nd he who hates thy Faults, thy Perfon lores* 

Happy, ah ever Happy, fliould I be, 

If I no Charnw, or no Defers could fee* 

Thee I Conjure, by all Our pad Delights^ 

Our chearflil Days, and our rranfportiiig Nights, 

By alUhe imprecatt^d Gods above, 

To whom thou art forfworn, but mfoft by Love, 

By thy fair Face, which I as much adore, 

As all thofe Gods, and own as much itsFbwV, 

Forgive Aie this Offence, and PH olfend no mope. 

Be what thou wilt, thy Humour good or ill, • 

1*11 love thee, thou flialt be my Miftrefs dill. 

Ah let my Paifion ever Favour find. 

Or be it with, or be't againd my Mind, 

But rather let me Sail before the Wind* 


I 


Ah 
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Ah let thy Wiihes with my Will agree. 
Since, furely I thy Slave mufl ever be ; 
In thee, fiace I have center'd all my Joys, 
Oh Fenus let my Love be ftill my Choice, 

ELEGY XIL 

He complains that the Praifes he has hejiow^d on 
his Mijlrefs in his Verfes^ have occafion^d 
him many Rivals. - 

I L L-omttiM hirdi, hoar lucklels waathe Day, 

* When o'er my Lov« you did your WiPgs difplay ? 

What wayward Orb, what inanfpick^Hf Star 

Did then rale Heav'41, what Goda agatnift me War ? 

She who fo much my faithful Paffion wrongs. 

Was known, and firil made famous by my Songs, 

I lov'd her itdt, and lov'd her then alone. 

But now, I fear, I (hare her with the Town. 

Am I deceivM i or can Ae be the fame. 

Who only to my Verfes owes her Fame ? 

My Verfe a Price upon her Beauty laid. 

And by my Praifes, ihe her Market made; 

Whom but my felf can I with Reafon blame ? 

Without me (he had never had a Name. 

Did I do this, who knew her Soul ib well f 

Dearly tome ihe did her Favours feU» 

Q^z And 
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And when the Wares were to the Publick known. 

Why (hould I think (he'd fell to me alone ? 

'Twas I proclaim'd to all the Town her Charms, 

And tempted Collies to her Venal Arms ; 

I made their Way, I ihewM them where to come, 

And there is hardly now a Rake in Rome 

But knows her Rates, and thanks my babbling Mofe ; 

Her Hoaie is now as Common as the Stews ; 

For this Vm to the Mufe oblig'd, and more. 

For all the Mifchiefs Envy has in liore. 

This comes of Galantry : While fome employ 

Their Talents on the Fate ofTbeiti and Troj^ 

While others Cafar^i godlike Ads rehearfc, 

Ccriuna is the Subjedof my Yex^t. 

Oh that I ne'er had known the Art to pleafe. 

Bat written without Genius and Succefs. 

Why did the Town fo readily believe 

My Verfe, and why to Songs fuch Credit give : 

Sure Poetry's the fame it ever was, 

And Poets ne'er for Oracles did pafs. 

Why is fuch Strefs upon my Writings lay'd ? 

Why fuch Regard to u hat by me is faid ? 

I wi(h the Tales I've of Corinna told. 

Had been received, as Fables were of Old : 

Of furious Scyila*s horrid Shape we read. 

And how ihe fcalp'd her hoary Father's H^^ad 

Of her fair Face, and downward how (he takes 

The Wolf's fierce Form, the Dogs, or curling Snakes ; 

Serpents for Hair in ancient Song we meet, 

And Man, and Horfe wiih Wings indead of Feet. 

Hage 
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Huge Tityon from the Skies the Poet floQg* 

Enceladush Wars with Jov0 they fuDg, 

How by her Spelle, and by her Voke, to Beads 

The doabtfttl Virgin ehaog'd her wretched Gae^ ^ 

How Eolus did for Vlyffts keep 

The Winds in Sottles, while he plow'd the Deep 5 

How Cerberus Three- headed, guarded Hell; 

And from his Car, the Son of Pbahuf fell 

How thirlly Tantalus attempts to iip 

The Stream, in vain, that flies his greedy Lip 5 

How Niohe in Marble drops a Tear, 

And a bright Nymph was turn'd into a Bear : 

How Progney now a Swallow, does beiAoan 

Her Sider Nightingale,, and Pheafant Sour 

In Leduf Danae, and Europa^^ Rape«, 

They fing the King of Gods in various Shapes ^ 

A Swan he lies on ravifliM L'^da^s Breaftr 

And Dauae's by a golden Show'r comprell, 

A Bull does o^er the Waves Ettropa bear f 

And Troteusy any Form he pleafes, wear. 

How oft do we the Hhehan Wonders read. 

Of Serpents Teeth transformed to human Seed ? 

Of dancing Woods, and moving Rocks, .that throng; 

To hear fweet Orpheus ^ and Amphion^% Song ? 

How oft do the Heliades bemoan » 

In Tears of Gum, the Fall of Phaeton ? 

The Sun from Atreus* Table frighted. flies,- 

And backward drives his Chariot in the Skies. 

Thofe now are Nymphs that lately were a Fleet ; 

Poetlck Licence ever was {q great : 

s CLi But 
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But none did Credit to theie Fidions give. 
Or for true Hillory fach Tales receive. 
And tho* Corinma in my Songs is Fair, 
Let none conclude (he's like her Pidure there. 
The Fable (he with hafty Faith receiv*d. 
And what, fo very well (he Uk'd, believ'd. 
But (ince fo ill-ihe does the Poet ufe, 
'TisTime her Vanity to difabufe. 


ELEGY XIII- 

Of JunoV Feafi^ 

\Ji y Wife, a Native of Pbali/can Plains, 

^ ^ Where the rich Soil enrich the lab'ring Swains^ 

Where Purple Grapes, and Golden Apples grow, 

A Conquefl we to great Camillus owe, 

When once to Juno^s Feaft (he thither went. 

My Mind to know the fecret Rices was bent 

The pions Priells the folemn Sports prepare^ 

And purify the Fane with holy Care. 

A Htifcr of the Place they Sacri(]ce, 

Bat neVr to Men expofe their MyHeries, 

I mark'd the hidden Way my Confort went. 

And fuUow'd down the deep and dark Defcent. 

To an old Wood at lafl I came, whofe Shade 

Im^relt a Horror on the Gloom it made. 

And 
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And cv'ry Step with trembling Feet I trod, 

Profan'd, I thought, the Dwelling of a God. 

An Altar there was rais'd by Hands Divine, 

And fragrant Incenfe flam'd around the Shrine. 

Chaft Matrons there their vow'd Oblations pay. 

And celebrate with joyful Hymns the Day. 

Soon as the Fife the Signal gives, they move 

In long Proceflion thro* the facred Grove, 

Branches and Flow'rs are with Devotion fpread 

O'er all their Way, and Prieftly Vcftments laid. 

Next after thefe, thro' load Acclaims, they lead 

A Cow Milk-white, and of Pbalifcan Breed ; 

Then a yoang Steer, whofe Forehead ne'er has born 

The crooked Honours of the butting Horn. 

The leafl of all the Vidims was a Swine, 

And then a Ram, whofe Horns around his Temples twine. 

A Goat, whom mod the Goddefs hates, comes laft. 

The Prefent feels her Vengeance for the Paft, 

When in a Wood to hide herfelf fhe try 'd, 

She by the bleating of a Goat was fpy'd ; 

For this the Bea(t is by the Boys purfu'd ; 

For this (he*s even greedy of its Blood, 

And he, who firfl the Letcher wounds in Play, 

Claims by her Law, and bears the Prize away. 

The tender Youth, and timVous Virgins ftrow 

With Robes the Ground the Goddefs is to go. 

The Virgins Locks with Golden Fillets bound. 

And rparkling Diamonds glitt'ring all around ; 

Buikins embroider'd on their Feet they wear. 

And fpreading Trains with Pride aneafy bear. 
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Here, as in Grei€e the Cuftom was of Old, 
The Image of the Goddefs we behold. 
Born on the Heads of Maidens, and behind 
The Priedefles in beaateons Ranks yon find« 
An awful Silence reigns; the Goddefs laft 
Approaches, and with her the Pomp is pall* 
7*hc Drefs 4vas Grukt and fach Hale/kt vfOTe^. 
When in a Fright he fled th^jGncian Shoar ; - 
His Father kill'd, anu/y^/ow Ship he franght. 
And to this Coaft the Royal Treafnre broaght. 
Much Peril had he pail, mnck Labour known, 
OVr Lands, and Seas, before he reach'd our own. 
And landing bnilt, whh happy Hand, the Town, 
Where firil he did this Fefti^al revive. 
And its Gnek Roles to the Pba^fcans give^ 
The Rites and Sacrifices fif H he ihew^d. 
As pradis'dnow within this antient Wood.. 
Ah, may thefe Rites to all propitious foe. 
Nor more to thofe that ferve them than to me*. 
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ogopiocjoogoogoGgDotocj^ 

ELEGY XIV. 

He defires his Mijlrefs^ ifjhe does Cuckold bimy 
nol to let bim know it. 

I Do not afk yoa wooM to me prove true. 

Since youVe a Woman, and a Fair one too/ 
A£l what yoii pleafe, yet fludy to difgaifc 
The wanton Scenes from my deluded Eyes. 
A difF Denial will attenuate 

That Crime which your Confeflion would make great : 
And 'twere unwife to trufl the Tell-tale Light, 
With the dark Secrets of the filent Night, 
Tho' bought to be eojoy'd, a common Whore, < 

Ere (he begins, will (hut the Chamber Door. 4 

And will you turn debauch'd, then vainly own 
How lewd you are, to this malicious Town ? 
At lead feem virtuous, and tho' falfe it be. 
Say you are honeft, and 1*11 credit thee. 
Conceal your Aflions, and while I am by. 
Let modeft Words your loo(er Thoughts belte. 
When to your private Chamber you retire, 
Unmafk your Lull, and vent each warm De(tre. 
Throw ofFafFeded Coynefs, and remove 
The bold Intriider between thee and Love : 
Talk not of Honour, lay that Toy afide. 
In Men 'lis Folly, and in Women Pride : 

There 
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There without Bluflies yoa may naked lye, 
Clafping his Body with your tender Thigh ; 
Shoot your moifl Dart into his Mouth, to (how 
The Senfe you have-of what he A^s below. 
Try all the ways', your pliant Bodies twine 
In Folds more flrange, than tho/e oi Jnttne : 
With melting Looks fierce Joy« you may excite,- 
And with thick dying Accents iirge Delight. 
But when you're drt% then look as innocent 
As if you knew not what foch Matters mesnt i 
And tho' juft now a perfed Fiend yoa were. 
Hide the true Woman, and a Saint appear* 
Cozen the prying Town, aiid put a Cheat 
On it, and me, I'll favour die Deceit. 
Palfe as thou art, why muil I daily foe 
Th' intriguing Billet-Doax he fends to thee ? 
The wanton Sonnet,' or foft Elegy f 
Why does your Bed all tumbled feem to fay» 
See what they've done, fee where the Lovers lay i 
Why do your Locks, and rumpled Head-Cloaths (beur 
*Tis more than ufual Sleep that made 'em fo I 
Why are the KifTes which he gave betray 'd,^ 
By the [mpreflion which his Teeth had made I 
Yet fay you're Chafte, and I'll he ftill deceived ^ 
What much is wifli'd for, is with eafe believed* 
But when you own what a lewd Wretch thou art^ 
My Blood grows cold, and freezes at my Heart* 
Then do I curie thee, and thy Crimes reprove. 
But Curfe in vain, for fiill I find I Love. 

Sittoe 
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Since (he is falfc, oft to iiiy fclf I cry, 
Wou'd I were dead, y«t 'tis with Aec I'd dye, 
I will not fee yoor Maid, to let me lq|pw 
Who viiits you, where, and with whom yoa go ; 
Nor by your Lodgifigs fend my Boy to icottt. 
And bring me word who paffcs in, and out* 
Enjoy the Pleasure of the prefcnt Times, 
But let not me be knowing of your Crimes. 
Do you forfwcar't tho' in the A6t you're caught, 
ril triifl the Oath, and think my Eyes in fault. 

E L E G Y XV. 

^0 Venus, iha^ he may bcFve done writing 

Elegies. 

p ARENT of tender Love, and foft Dciire, 

The Bread of ^me new Poet now infptrc ; 
Howe'er my Mufc h:as been thy Slave before, 
I've dotie with Elegies ; Til write no more. 
When in Ptlignian Groves of Love I writ. 
The Sul>jedt was not for my Years unfit, 
I was then Young, and fond to ihew my Wit, 
As in my V'eins a generous Stream did flow. 
Well might my Heart with gallant Wiflies glow. 
By Birth, and by Command I was a Knight, 
And in all Wantonnefs might well delight. 
As Honour, and Defcent infiam'd my Bread, 
Well what I wifli'd be in my Works exprefs'd. 

To. 
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To Firpil Mantua owes immortal Fame, 

Catullus to Verona gives a Name ; 

Why mayn't, if J attempt fome great Defign^ 

Pe igna be as much obliged to mine ? 

Why mayn't my Mafe a glorious Toil porfue. 

And as much Honour to my Country do ? 

A People, who when Rome has been alarm 'd 

By foreign Foes, in her Defence have arm'd ; 

A Stranger who our Sulmo^% Tow'rs {\xvity% 

Surrounded by a Flood, tho* far from Seas ; 

Watry the City from her Waters nam'd. 

Would cry, Hadil thou been for fonac Poet fam'd. 

As little as thou art, as namelefs now. 

Great in Renown thou by his.Mufe flioud'd grow» 

Ah Boy, and thou his Mother, ah forbear, 

liit me not longer in ignoble War. 

Beneath your Golden Banners I have fought 

So long, your Difcipline fo much have taught, 

'Tis Time to give me a Difcharge, to prove 

Some other, fome more glorious Theme than Love. 

See Bacchus beckens me m^j Voice to raife. 

Of lofty Deeds to fing, in lofty Lays, 

To mount my Mufe on fome more gen'rous Horfe, 

And try her Courage in fome daring Courfe. 

Adieu, myiighing Elegies, Adieu, 

I'll be no more conccrn'd with Love, or you. 

But what I write my Being fiiall furvlve. 

And in his Verfe the Poet ever live. 
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